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THE DRAMA'S LEv6E; 



A PEEP AT THE PAST. 



The year 1838 was an important one for the Drama. The 
lessees of the Adetphi and Olympic Theatres obtained by 
tbeir joint application to the Lord Chambeilun the exten* 
sion of their licences tiom Easter to Micbaebnas, acd 
Madame Vestris having entered into an engagement with 
Mt. Stephen Price to visit the United States, in company 
with Chailes Uatbews, at the end of that season, I was 
tequested by her to write a piice Jtocamon, in which she 
might take her tempoiaty faiewell of the London public 
The highly favourable reception which bad been accorded to 
my Revut, " Success; or, a Hit if You Like It," at the Adelphi 
in 1835, encounged me to attempt a repetition of the ex- 
periment and I availed myself of a scene in a very ingeni- 
ous piece by Charles Dance, recently produced, entitled " A 
Dream of the Future," to give Madame Vestris the oppor- 
innity she desired in a situation apropos to the occasioiL 

It is said that " nothing is so successful as success," and 
Ibis second venture of mine in a species of dramatic enter- 
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THE DRAMA'S LEV&E; OR, 



tainment unfamiliar at that period to English audiences 
may be said to constitute the exception that proves the rule, 
forthe "Drama's Lev6e"wasfuUyas "successfiil as Success,-" 
but being written for so special an object, ceased of course 
with its accomplishment to have a rtmoH tPHre. Unless 
indeed, it may lay claim to one in this collection by virtue 
of its second title, in afibrding my readers " A Peep at the 
Past" 
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A PEEP AT THE PAST. 



DRAllATIS PERSONS 



Thb Drama (in s critical itate ofhealth) ... Mrs. Okgui 

I Her wni, od the 1 
LioiTi MAT! Drama J woist pouibte ( 
Illicitimatz Drama] tenns with eacli[ 

I other ) 
VtMSK I Old friends of the Drama, but I Mdhb. Vbstris 
Crnsurs I ratbei diiieiing in opinion f Mr. J. Bland 
Fancy (a weU-inleDtioned busybody) ... Miss MURKAY 
Grsrn Coat Man Mr. Blanks 



PRESENTATIONS. 
Pamina 1 

S^S^ F^oDrux^Lane. 

Joan OF ARC (No. a) ) 
AtiDERT aiiai Pibkre 1 

Joan OF Arc (No. i) > From Corent Garden. 
THE Lady or Lyons ) 

The Black Domino (from eTeiywhere). 

Sam Willzr (from Che Strand). 

Thr Amrassadriss, (fiom the St. James's). 

Don Juan, from the Norton Folgate. 

Honoria Wauincham 1 Al the Olvmpic, utd in "The Dream ot 

GlOKGIANA Walsihckamj the Fulnre." 

The Gkbat American Sea Serpent, (out of " The Deep, Deep 

Sea") MR.J.VINING 

The Whole Host of Olympus, by the Whole Company. 

Thb Metrotolitah Theaters, Messrs. Hutchinsoo, Connell, 

Kenidge, Charlton, Davis and Hughes, Mesdunes Jackson, Lane, 
Benesford, Goward, and Dowton. 



The Sceitery by Mr. Telbin and A 
The Dresses I7 Misses Glover and Bradley. The Properties by 
Mr. Biadwell. 

The Machinery by Mr. Mackintosh. 
The Orertore and Music composed and arranged by Mr. W. Peoson, 
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7 HE D RAMANS LEV^E 



THE NEW AND OLD SCENERY, 



Tk$ Rtmtins of the Old-Fashiontd British Stagt 

Wilh Two New Scenet npom U. 

THE DRAMA'S LEVEE. 

" It U our opemng day." 

THE GREEN CURTAIN OF THE "OLYMPIC." 

Thb Dkama at THi Play. 

"Suit not— 'ds but Fancy'* (ketch." 

A Sane Jrmt "A Dream of the Future" 

Id which will be exhibited 

A SCENE OF A DREAM OF THE FUTURE, 

Representing a. Distant View of Liveipool, An Ameilcaa Packet 
under wdgh, 

AN OLYMPIC ASSEMBLY. 
Tlie Lenee at Home before giung Abtotd. 
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THE DRAMA'S LEV^E; 



A raEP AT THE PAST. 



TTie stage represents tht British stage in a deplorable condition 
— 7%* Draua is discovered in a languishing state upon if, 
surroutuUd by the different Thsatrss. 

Glbe— " The Chough and Crow '—Solo. 

Thalia now is dead and gone, 

No more her smiles we see. 
And lainter grows the feeble moan 

Of poor Melpomene ! 
Spectacle dances 'mid her actors dumb, 

With red fire ends each plajr ; 
Uprouse ye, ma'am, here's Easter come. 

It is our opening day. 

Chokus — Uprouse ye, &c 

SoLa 

Both patents now are fast asleep, 

The laws relax their powers. 
And winter seasons gently creep 

On 'mid the summer flowers. 
White summer domes with " warm air stoves/' * 

In winter now make hay, 
And Easter Monday opens all 

To scramble as they may. 
Uprouse ye, then, here's Easter come, 

It is our opening day. 

Chorus — Uprouse, &c 
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Dra. Why call ye now upon the Drama's name ? 
Are ye as void of pity as of shame ? 
What has reduced me to this wretched state 
But your own folly, which ye call your fate ? 
Time was when I was healthy, gay, and strong, 
Usefiil to you and welcome to the throng. 
You taught the people first to view with scorn 
My plain but noble child, my eldest born. 
And bid the offspring whom I blush to own 
Aspire to mount before him on the throne. 
Now with their feuds they rend my feeble frame, 
And rob me both of fortune and of fame. 

Hark I There, again ! — that worse than O. F. riot ; 
Why won't they let the Drama die in quiet ? 
Go, part those children ; bid them both appear 1 

Ettier Legitimate Draua in a Roman toga, 

L. Dra. He whom they own Legitimate is here ! 
Dra. You naughty boy ! when I'm so very poorly ; 

You have been fighting with your brother surely. 
I^ Dra. I have ; because of him I can't get fed. 

Whilst he is almost siclc with gingerbread. 
Dra. Will you ne'er cease this ruinous debate ? 

Where's that audacious Itl^timate ? 

Enter Illegitihatg Draua in a dress half harlequin and 
half melodramatic 

L Dra. Behold 1 (striking an attitude) 

Dra. Unnatural son 1 

L Dra. Is't thus I'm styled ? 

I always thought I was youi natural child. 
L^ Dra. He puns ! He'll pick a pocket the next minute ! 
I. Dra. I shan't pick yours, because there's nothing 

in it I 
L. Dra. That is because you robb'd me long ago ! 
L Dra. Come, who began to rob, I'd like to know ? 

When I was quite a child in leading string, 

Before I'd learnt to speak, or anything 
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But dance my doUs to music, didn't you 
Begin to vow they were your playthings too? 
Stole from the nursery of my best hopes, 
My rocking horses and my skipping-ropes, 
Aod took my harlequins from loss to save you. 
And now you blame th& punches that I gave you. 

Ihut — Legitikate Draiu and IiXEGrnMATB Draiu — 
" You MinicMng Miss " — " Midas." 

L, Dra. You mimicking fool, do you hope with the town 
Your trumpeiy shows will go longer down ? 

I. I>RA. D'ye think they ever would come you to see, 
If it wasn't for show that you take from me ? 

L. Dra. Tawdry elf 1 

I. Dra. Go look at yourself ! 

You've laid till you're mouldy on the 8hel£ 

L. I>RA. You lay out in gingerbread all your pelC 

{they attack each other — ^Theatres tdkt different sides) 

Dra. Hence both and each who either cause espouses I 
Youll drive me mad I a plague on all your houses 1 

{drives them allovfi 
Unless between themselves they soon agree. 
Those boys, I feel, will be the death of me ! 
They so confound me that though I'm their 

mother, 
I vow I sometimes can't tell one from f other. 
I'm half distracted with the horrid din I 

Enter Gkbss Coat Man. 

Mah. Miss Piuse and Mr. Censure. 

Dra. Shew them in. (Exit Mah) 

Enter Praise andCssstrtLt, — T^ former dressed as a nymph 
crvioned with flowers — the latter as a crabbed old man with 
a scourge in his hand. 

Pra. My dearest Drama, I've just called to see 
If I of any use on earth can be. 
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Dra. You're very kind, good Praise, but if not true 

Your sweetest words for me can little do. 
Ckk. I tell her so, but yet she goes on flattering. 

And thinks to drown my cat-call with her chattering. 

I'm your best friend ; though you prefer a[^laus^ 

I've almost worn my whip out in your cause. 
Dra. You mean me well, and give me no alarm. 

For where 'tis undeserved your lash can't harm. 

But my sad case the skill of both defies, 

The doctors differ and the patient dies. 
PRA. To these low spirits you must not give way. 

Come, rouse yourself; we're going lo the play I 

You haven't visited your realm of late, 

You scarce know what is doing in your state 1 

Suppose you see a novelty or two ! 
Cen. Awia/f 

pRA. Well, something thaf s as good as new. 
Cen. Then if s as bad as anything can be. 
Pra. Oh, there's no pleasing you, of course, but we 

Are not so diflScult. {ia Draua) Suppose you cast 

A retrospective glance — peep at the past ! 

See in what shape the Town has been to view you ! 
Dra. Well, if you think there's hope I 
Cen. Much good ma/t do you. 
Dra. Don't go I (ia Censure) 
Cen. Not 1 1 Praise may her zeal relax, 

But Censure sticks to you as close as wax. 
Dra. What ho ! ye Theatres both great and small! 

Attend for once, at least, the Drama's call 1 

If for my future fate you really feel, 

Shew how you've lately laboured for my weal ! 

"Come high, come low. 

Thyself and office deAly shew." 

AfusK — EkUt Spirit ofDrury Lane Theatre — The .atrtam 
at the baek ef the stage rises and discovers an Egyptian 
Temple — Before it are Pahina, Monostastos, PAPAOENa* 



* From " The Mo^e Flute," as Eneliih tiuislation of th« open 
" Die Zauberflote," wntten and produced bf me >t the TbMtte Royal, 
Drniy Lane, lotb Maich, 183S. 
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Dra. What well-knowD sounds awake to \qj my heart t 
PRA. It is the magic music of Mozart 

Trio— .^OTB Motarfs Opera " T%e ZattberfioU." 

O, music enchanting thus floating around, la, la, la, &c. 
With pleasure is panting each heart at the sound, la, la, la, &:c. 

Tie curtain falls. 

Ckk. Well, I've heard that a hundred times before. 
Ftu. And can't find fault mth it 
Ckm. No, thaf s the bore. 

I can find quite enough, though, vith the stoiy.* 
pRA. But modem music also now may claim 

The Drama's smile. A minstrel new to fame 

Hath sung in mountain accents wild and free 

The love test of iJte gentle " Amilie.''t 

The airtain rises and discovers a forest scene with Gipsies 
eneam^ 

DitA. And who has warbled this melodious tale ? | 
Cen. His name is Rooke. 
Pra, It ^ould be Nightingale, 
Cen. That's right ! it's only to seek Praise to win her I 
Dra. She should encourage such a good beginner. 
Pra. To carp at everything you mate a rule. 
Cen. Ko, sometimes in disguise I praise a fooL 
Dra. But who's yon steel-clad knight ? 
Pra. Heaven save the mark ! 

It is the Maid of Orleans — Joan of Arc 1 



to vindicate the GeriDui luthoi of the original librettofr _ 

EioDs too hutUy cast iipoo him bj those who have onlf acquired their 
bnowledec of ttte stoiy from the wretched stuff proressii^ to M a tniif* 
lalioa of the Italian version, sold in onr i^ra honses, and hare 
repealed mj aignments in my " Rscoliectioni, Vol. I., p. 376. 

t The opera of "Amilie, or The Love Test," the music composed hj 
H. W, Rooke, successfally produced at Tbeatie Royal, Covent Gaiden, 
and December, 1837. 
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Enter ist Joan or Arc* 

Dra. How ! Joan of Arc ! Heroic La Pucelle ! 

Oh, welcome to my arms ! Why this is well I 

And so to Shakespeare they return at last 
1ST J. To Shakespeare, ma'am ? 
Dra. Why stand you thus aghast ? 

Are you not Shakespeare's Joan ? 
1ST J. Oh dear me, no I 

I'm highly flattered if you thought so though. 
Cen. That was before she heard you speak, remember. 
Pra. She fought a famous battle last November. 

In Covent Garden. 
1ST J. Yes, ma'am, to be sure ! 
Dra. Well, but behold another Simon Pure. 

Enter snd Joan of Arc t 

Quick, say what claim have you to my afiection. 
2ND J. I'd radier sing it if you've no objection. 

Air — Joan — From the Opera. 

My trumpet 111 sound for an hour, 
Or longer, I'm sure, if you like. 
To make all the noise in one's power, 
Is one way the public to strike. 
With clash and dash and crash, 
And song and throng and gong. 
No matter so you make a spla^ 
If you are right or wrong 1 
My trumpet, &c 

Dra. Oh, for the Joans of Schiller, Shakespeare, Southey I 
1ST J. Away, Miss Musical ! 
sHOj. Begone Miss Moif they I 

* A nand speetaculax dmna by Seile, prodoced At TbotK Koyal, 
Cov«QtGanlen, 28th November, 1837. 

\ An opera on the same nibject compoKd by Balfe, produced at 
Theatre R(^, Drury Lane, 30th of Nov., 1837. It was more distin- 
[^Uhed for orcheitral power than vocal melody, and had a brief 
existence. BaUe playea King Theodore, and Misi Romei Joan 
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BLUE BEARD. 



This was ray last joint production with Charles Dance, for 
reasons which will be stated hereafter. 

At the termination of the Olympic extended season, 1838- 
39, Madame Vestris and Charles Mathews, having first en- 
tered the united state of matiimony at Kensington, sailed 
for the United States of America, in pursuance of their 
engagement with Mr. Price, already mentioned. As they 
-contemplated being absent from England during the whole 
of the ensuing season, they paid me the comptiment of 
placing their theatre in my charge, and I consequently 
opened it at the commencement of October with a very 
-Strong company, including Farren, in the place of 
Liston, who had retired from the stage, and Mrs. 
Nisbett, engaged at a heavy salary to supply, if 
possible, the place of Madame Vestris. The American 
engagement, however, not turning out advant^eous, Mr. and 
Mrs. Mathews returned to England before Christmas, and the 
piece which we had prepared for the holidays on the subject 
of " Blue Beard," and in which Mrs. Nisbett was to have 
played the principal female part without songs, had to be 
partially reconstructed and rendered lyrical for Madame 
Vestris (as she continued to be called in the profession), I 
need scarcely say to its great advantage. These alterations, 
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however, compelled us to delay the production of the piece 
till the week after Christmas, when, to a crowded and 
enthusiastic audience the ever popular lessee made her 
reappearance in the character of Fleurette in our new 
version, as far as the stage was concerned, of the nursery tale 
of "Blue Beard; or, Female Curiosity," For our Blue 
Beard was not " a very magnificent three-tailed Bashaw," as 
in George Colman's well-known and well-worn melodramatic 
opera, the music of which was composed by Michael 
Kelly, but, as will be seen by the announcement in 
the original play bill, a French nobleman of the fifteenth 
century in accordance with the legend on which Perrault 
founded his story. The piece, magnificently mounted and 
admirably acted, was a great hit and triumphantly closed 
Madame Vestris' last season at the Olympic Theatre. 

It was revived during her tenancy of the Lyceum Theatre, 
with Miss Kathleen Fitzwilliam in the part of Fleurettei 
for whom I introduced some new parodies ; and it is in its 
latest form that the piece is printed in this collection, as its 
special arrangement for the re-appearance of Madame Vestris 
would be no longer compatible with its representation. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONS, &c. 

Tlw Scenetj by Mesara. TeltuQ, Culhbert, and AsaistaDts. 
The Machinery t^ Mr. Strachao. The Drenes by Mesdames Glover 

and Bradley. 

Tt» Froperdes by Mr. Bradwell. The Music arranged by Mi. Tully. 

The Dances, &c., by Mr. Oscar Byme. 

llie Melo-Dramatiits of the past cenlniy converted " Bloc 
Beaid" into an Eastern story, but every child knows that the old 
muser)' tale, by Moos. Charles Peiraolt, is nothing of the sort. At 
Kaotes, in Brittany, is preserved amongst the records of the Duchy the 
entire process of a noblenkan (the original of the portrait of Blue 
Beard) who was tried and executed in that city for the murder of 
several wives, a.d. 1440. In accordance, therefore, with the laudable 

E'rit of critical inquiry and antiquarian research, which distiaguishes 
present era, the scene of the Drama has been restored to Brittany, 
and the Costames selected from authorities of the period above 
mentioned. Bui, at the same time, in order not to wound the feelings 
of a noble family, the last of whom has been dead scarcely three 
hundred years, the teal name of the criminal has been carefully 
suppressed, and that under which he first obtained dnunatic notoriety 
sabstitated. 



SCENE FIRST. 
"HOME, SWEET HOME." 

Daub Peuoquet (a Widow Lady of a certain 
age — with an tmcertain income, two un- 
married Daughters, and two Sons in the 
Army) MRS. MaCMAMARA 

Flbukettz (one of her Daughters) Madame Vestris 

(Beiuff her Fint Appamncc after ber Ratuni Iroin Amtrica^ 

Anns (the other) Mrs. Franks 

Jou C<El)k (" a worthy and noble-minded young 

man," in love with Fleurette) Mb. T. Gkeen * 

Baron Abohblique (snmamcd Bli^b Beard— a 
celebrated Lady-Killer, who has obligingly 
undertaken, on this particular occasion, to 
si:^ his own Match) ,.. Mr. J. Bland 

Page (with Invitation to the Ball d la Gustave)... Miss Lane 

Officers and Gentlemen of Blue Beard's Household, Pages, Ac. : 
(. Hart, Kerridge, Giffin, Hitchlnson, Connell, Davis, Ireland,&c.; 
' :s Dowton, Goward, Bailey, Kendall, A. Kendall, &c. 

ooaediAn, for levenl yean a mdmber of Madame VvDria 
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SCENE SECOND. 

Galiay on the " Ground Floor " in Blue Beards Castle, 

With Doois of the Blue Chamber. 

MARGOT(a Waiting VLaiA') MissA.Taylok 

O'Shac O'Back (from " the Lood of the WesI," 

Gioom of the Blue Chamber, and Had 

VakI to the Baion] Mr. Brouchah 

SCENE THIRD. 

ST A TE APARTMENTS. 

A DftjKuHt Dansant. 



SCENE FOURTH. 

GALLERY, as before; and INTERIOR OF BLUE 
CHAMBER, as behind. 

Nineteen Female CorioiitieE, all uoileniably Good WontcD. 

" Each with her noddle, 
Nid, nid noddle, 
Each with her noddle 
Undemealh her txm." 



SCENE FIFTH. 
COURTYARD OF THE CASTLE. 



Carrectum and Revival of Blue Btard ; 
RZSTORATION OF FliURBTTI TO KCR "OU) HoUSB i 
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BLUE BEARD. 



Scene First. — Landuape and exterwr of Daue Perro- 
qxtet's house — ^JoLi CcKUR enters, goes to the viindam of 
the house with bugle horn, upon which he flays the sym- 
phony to 

Duo — " Twilight Glimmerf — Meh-dramatu Optra of 
"Blue Beard." 

Jou. Love won't let me go to sleep, 

Fai Fm ot-losing last I fear I 
Sweetest, from your window peep, 

That I may — that I may see my dear. 
Tis your true love — cold he's catching 

'Neath your window — list, oh, list 1 

Fleuk. {appears at window) * 

Don't be foolish — mother's watching. 
I shall catch it if I'm missed. 
Jou. Why not give mamma the slip ? 

nt-a-pat, pit-a-pat, step down stairs I 
FLtuR. What, to Gretna take a trip ? 
JoLL While you may. 

Fleur. But they'd say 

JOLi. Well — who cares ? 

Pit-a-pat, &C. 

Fleur. Little boy blue, be quiet mth your horn ! 

We shall be caught as sure as you are bom. 

I start at every breath. 
JoLi. That is a false start 

Let Hymen ring the bell, and, once for all, start 

* It \na untngcd for Midline Vextm' 6nt ippeanunce that Joli 
Conu'i seTeiiade should be interrupted by Dune Verroquet and AnncN 
[hould mter Ifltfr ta the air af " Home. Aw##l Hnm^." 
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Enter Dame Pbrroquet and Assa/rom home. 

Dame. How dow, sir, what is all this noise about ? 
Fleur. My mother's voice ! I knew she'd find us out. 
Dame. What may your business with my daughter be ? 
JoLi. Dame Perroquet, can you ask that of me ? 

Didn't you give me leave yourself to woo her ? 

I've come this mom to pop the question to her. 
Dame. Then to your question, sir, take my reply : 

I've got a better offer in my eye. 
Fleur. {entering from house) You've something in your eye 
no doubt ; or blindness 

Can be your sole excuse for such unkind ness. 
JoLi. This change is sudden as a clap of thunder ! 
Fleur. Ma, would you teai two faithful hearts asunder ? 

Who upon earth is this, Dick, Tom, or Harry, 

Whom you are pleased to say that I shall marry P 
Dame. Baron Abomelique, surnam^d Blue Beard. 
Fleur. The nasty wretch I he'd better get a new beard. 
Dame. With love for you his noble heart is seared ; 

For you he dies.' 
Fleur. Then let him die — his beard I 

JoLi. You're a nice mother, ma'am, I must confess, 

To lead your daughter into such a mess. 

There are reports of certain wives and crimes. 
Fleur. Has he been married ? ' 
JoLL Only nineteen times. 

Fleur. Why goodness gracious— gracious goodness me ! 
Dame Don't believe him, if s all fiddlededee. 

Anne. How strange that he should marry nineteen wives. 
Fleur. How passing strange, too, that he still survives. 
Dame. Hark — hark — I hear his trumpet and his drum. 

Come, you be going, for he's going to come. 
JOLL Not I ; III stay, and with these rumours tax hitn, 

After his nineteen wives, by Jove, I'll ax him. 

Since he has dared to cross our love so true, 

111 beard him to his face till all is blue. 

Grand March, from the original Melodramatic Opera of 
" Blue Beard," composed by Michael Kelly. 
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Enter Abohelique, attended. 
Air — Abomelique — {Jus own niareh). 
I'm a baron bold, ma'am, 

Fol de riddle lol, fol de rol, fol de rol ; 
And my tale's soon told, ma'am, 

Fol de riddle lol, &c. 
From my castle gate, ma'am, 

Fol de riddle lol, &c 
I have marched in state, ma'am, 

Fol de riddle lol, &c 
Here to choose a wife, ma'am, 

Fol de riddle lol, &c 
It's true, upon my life, ma'am, 

Fol de riddle lol, &c 
So without more rout, ma'am, 

Fol de riddle lol, &c. 
Trot your daughter out, ma'am, 

Fol de riddle lol, &c. 
If she suits my fancy, 

Fol de riddle lol, &c 
And no fault I can see, 
Fol de riddle lol, &c 
She shall be, this day, ma'am, 

Fol de riddle lol, &c. 
The twentieth Mrs. A., ma'am, 
Fol de riddle lol, &c 
Dame Great sir, behold her 1 

Aa Humph 1 I think she'll do. 

Vlbur. {atide to Dame) I will not wed a man whose beard 

is blue. 
Ab. What's that she says ? 
Daue. Nothing, my lord, at all. 

She's charmed that such a lot to her should fall 
(aside to Fleurettb) What signifies his beard, you little 

flat? 
His money's the right colour, think of that 
Fleur. I don't want money, and I hate blue hair. 
Ab. What said she then ? 

Daue. Nothing, my lord, {aside to Fleurette) Beware ! 
Ab. Nothing again ! a jewel of a wife : 

A woman who says nothing all her life. 
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Were she an Ethiop that would me decide — 
Madam, I ask your dai^hter for my brid& 
JoLL {advancing And I forbid the banns ! 
Ab. The deuce you do- 

If I may make so bold, pray who are you ? 
JoLi. One who, if thwarted in his fondest views, 

Will take and shake you in your lordly shoes. 
A& Audacious bumpkin I Has the slave no fears P 

If not for his vile head, at least his ears ! 
JoLi. Ill punch ^our head, as though it were a pumpkin. 

Thick as it is — " Alone I'll do it — 'bumpkin 1 ' " 
Dahe. If you'll stand that, sir, youll stand anything. 
Ab. I don't intend it, ma'am— seize, bind, and fling 

The wretch into a dungeon, deep and dreary ! 

(Officers sate Jon Cceur^ 
JOLi. ni not be diddled thus out of my deary. 

Haven't you married nineteen wives before ? 
Ab. Nineteen exactly — for they are no mart. 
JoLi. No more, indeed ! how came they so? explain. 
Ab. " Thou troublest me, I am not in the vein." 
JoLi. Didn't you make away with them, you brute ? 
Ab. Away with him, and cut short this dispute. 

Ma'amselle (to Fleurette), I own your beauty is tran- 
scendant ; 

I am a widower, and independent. 

You are quite free to answer, yea or nay. 

But 1 shall many you, whate'er you say. 
Fleur. Take me against my will {aside) I'll never yield. 
Aa I'll take the favourite against the field. 
Dame, (aside to Fleurette) Consent at once, or else you'll 

get the worst 
FLExm. I'U see him — everything whatever first. 
Ab. Quick, to my castle I invite you all, 

I mean to give a breakfast and a ball ; 

A " d^jeOnd dansant" It quite the rage is 

At the West End. What, ho ! you rascal pages. 

Send out my cards, and bid my cooks prepare 

To out-Gunter Gunter I he of Berkeley Square. 

(Aboueliqde takes Fleurette by the handy 
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Concerted Piece — " Giatave" 

Page {advandng with the cards) 

Fair dames, for one and all 
I've cards of invitation 
For a balL 
A breakfast will precede — a brilliant dSjeun6 — 
A very handsome " feed," or " spread," as we say ; 
And Strauss, Musard, and Colinet, 
Whom of course you know by reputation, 
Are engaged expressly there to play. 
A gay affair it sure will be, 
A gay affair 'twill be. 
Oh, happy day, 
A dSjeunS ! 
Methinks I see the glorious sight, 
Pheasant pies 
Tempting rise, 
Champagne flies about so bright. 
While Strauss' band 
Play waltzes, and 
Divine Musard's 
Gay gallopades. 
And Colinet's 
(Surpassing; praise), 
By turns quadnlle and polonaise. 
Aye, dance away. 
My page so gay. 
Your master shall the piper pay. 
We'll dance away, 
The merry day, 
No matter who the piper pay. 
Take him away. 
The popinjay 
Most surely shall the piper pay. 
She seems a young pickle. 
But woman is fickle, 
Her vanity tickle, 

The course is soon cleared. 
None else shall she marry. 
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I swear by Old Hairy, 
The day I will cany, 

Or cut my Blue Beard ! 
FleIir. I'm in a sad pickle ; 

My tears vainly trickle ; 

O think me not fickle, (ft Joli C<eijr) 

And don't be afear'd. 
For ne'er will I many, 
A sort of Old Hairy, 
Who thinks fit to carry, 

An ugly Blue Beard. 
JOLL She's in a sad pickle, 

Her tears vainly trickle, 
That she may be fickle, 
I'm sadly afear'd I 
O ne'er must she many, 
A sort of Old Harry, 
Who thinks fit to carry, 

An ugly Blue Beard ! 

Officers drag back Joli Cceur ; Abomelique mus 
Fleurette — Tableau doted m by 



Scene Second. — In Abomeuque's CastU. 

Enter Marcot, with a guitar. 

Mar. Dear me, where can O'Shac O'Back be gone? 
If s very lonesome to be all alone 
In a lone house, with no one else besides ; 
Thafs why our lord brings home so many brides. 
I've carried this about so long and far, 
I've left off thinking it a lighl guitar ; 
And am in such a humour I could strike it. 
And sing a favourite song, or something tike it. 

ibff^— Marcot — '^ A lowly youth." 

A lowly youth, of " mountain dew," 
Beneath his cloak a flask concealed — 
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His secret as the cork he drew, 

To Echo only he revealed 
"Oh, if you could," he cried, "be taught. 

How good it is, how sweet, how strong !" 
And Echo licked her lips and thought 

To take a drop would not be wrong ! 

The drop she took, though only one, 

So potent proved — ^that youth unknown 
Found Echo's tongue began to run. 

In praise of whiskey, like his own 1 
And, from that day, a private still. 

The nymph set up the hills among — 
And if you say, " How strong !" she will. 

In whispers soft, repeat " How strong ! " 

(O'Shac O'Back bhws his w« without) 

Cheer up, fond heart, what rapturous sounds are 

those i> 
It b my love who blows his precious nose I 
He comes \ He heard me about whiskey talking ; 
And to this spot, the Irish dtar is stalking. 

Enter O'Shac O'Back, pausing at wing. 

O'Shac One female with a head, at lost I huzza I 

Sweetest of women, is it there ye are ? 

Mar. In pensive mood 

CShac Don't talk of moods or tenses. 

I have been frightened out of my seven senses ! 

And I'm so glad to see you, you can't think ; 

Haven't you got a little drop o' drink ? 
Mar. I rather fancy I can find you some — 

I've got a bottle of my lord's old rum ! (fetdxts if) 

O^HAC, I'm low — so anythmg to make me frisky ; 
{takti it) But rum is not to be compared to whiskey ! 
Mar. You see for comfort, love, you needn't far ga 
O'Shac I've looked for you through all the di&teaw, 

Margot ! 
Mar. But what has frightened you 7 
CShac Why, what I've seen 

In the Blue Chamber 
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Mar. ifagtrly) Is it thtre you've been ? 

O'Shac Oh, yes, I have — I mean — oh, no, I've not — 

{asidt) I was to lie, that's true, I quite forgot 

Mar. You're as confused as ever you can be ; 

There is some secret, — tell it, love, to me ! 
O'Shac. I'm not confused, although I own I shew it; 

But if I tell the secret, then you'll know it ! 
Mar. That's what I want, so tell me 1 
O'Shac. {oHde) I must blink 

The i^uestionl (aimd) Give me f other sup 
o'dnnk. 
Mar. What keeps he in that chamber on the shelf? 

Tell me, or else 111 drink it all myself 
O'Shac {in a hollow tone) Spirits I 

Mar. (Jrightened) What spirits ? Answer, dearest, come. 
O'Shac {aside) I'll give her an evasive answer. {aUud 

and holding out his glass) Rum. 
Mar. No shuflUng now, but tell the secret pat 
O'Shac There is a secret there, — I tell you that ; 

But if I tell you more I lose my he^ 

And then I'd be almost as good as dead. 
Mar. I want no ghost to tell me that 
O'Shac Oh, fie ! 

Don't talk so ; you don't want ghosts less than I. 
Mar. Tell roe, what's in the chamber ? 
O'Shac. Botheration ! 

I wish to fete you'd change the conversation. 
Mar. Tell me if there are people in it 
CShac Plenty. 

Mar. What do you mean by that ? 
O'Shac Why nearly twenty. 

Mar. Answer me one more question, and I'm dumb, — 

What sort of looking people are they ? 
O'Shac (holding out his glass) Rum ! 

Mar. Then I must ask 

O'Shac {lakes bottle) Don't ask another thing. 

You're dumb, you know, so hold your toi^ue and 
sing. 
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2te(/— O^HAC O'Back and Margvi—" Tfiti-a-Zink" — 
"B/m Beard," 

O'Shac Yes, Margot, — This, Margot, when I fain would 
jolly grow. 
Dram driiudng, heart unking, soon can drive away. 
Mar. Bad bearing, I'm fearing, on you will this folly grow. 
Now mind what to you, O'Shac O'Back, I say. 

I think, I think, I think the light guitar would cheer 
you. 
I think, I think, I think, I think that drinking is 
a sin! 
<ySHAC, Drink, drink, oh, drink, oh, drink, I really cannot 
hear you ! 
Till, 'till for me you pour out whiskey, rum, or gin. 
Both. Think, think, I, &c. 

Drink, drink, I, &c. 

O'Shac Once sighing — sick, dying — something has come 
over me. 
Quite queeriy — drunk nearly — on the ground I lay ; 
There moaning — deep groaning — Margot did discover 
me. 
Mak. Strains soothing, hair smoothing, I began to say, 

I think, think, I think, I think the sweet guitar would 
cheer you. 
CShac Drink, drink, oh, drink, oh, drink 1 I thought a 
better thing. 
Drink, drink, oh, drink, 'tis pleasure to be near you ! 
For, darling, you give me spirits while you sing. 

(Aam sounds at Castle gate) 
Mar. Hark I there's the horn — some one on Blue Beard 

calls. 
CSHac Tis he himself, so just look out for squalls. 
Mar. He's brought another wife home, I declare ; ^■ 

You may say what you like, but it's not Mr. 
CSHAC What? 

(gives her bottle and glass) 
Mar. Why, that he should have so many wives. 

And worry them, poor things, out of their lives. 
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O'Shaq Mind what you're saying, bridle up that tongue. 
Mar. Why, wam't they all of them cut off quite 

young? 
O'Shac Be aisy, darling, don't that way be going it, 
You're letting out the secret without knowing it 
Mar. I don't care what you say, my mind I'll speak. 
O'Shac Begone, you devil I Here's Abomelique. 

(exit Margot) 
Enter Abomelique. 

Ab. So, slave, you're here ? 

O'Shac I'm not quite sure of that 

(aside) When I see him my head feels like a hat, 
That may be whipped off at a moment's warning, 
Before a gentleman can say good morning. 

Ab. Are you alive, man 7 Heard you what I said 7 

O'Shac Just as you please, sir, I'm alive or dead. 

Ar Then be alive, and quickly, villain, say. 

What has been stirring since I've been away. 
You know what 1 committed to your care ? 

O'Shac What, the Blue Chamb — there's nothing stiiring 
there. 

Ab. For my new bride have you therein made room ? 

O'Shac Yes, sir. (aside) I wish it was for the bridegroom. 
(aloud) And dusted all the heads and every body. 

Ab. And kept the secret ? 

O'Shac Yes, sir, like Tom Noddy.* 

Ab. TiswelL (lakes keys) This victim will complete the 

And then your service I shall need no more. 
O'Shac (aside) Faix, and you shouldn't have it now, my 
honey. 
If 'twasn't for the secret service money. 

(Exif) 
A& Successful, surely, I this time shall be, 
Or I know nothijig of phrenology. 
She has, if rightly I her cranium read, 
Inquisitiveness very large indeed. 

• " Tom Noddy's Seerel," a (avoorite farce by T. Haynes Bayly. 
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Her head completes the tale, and then I may, 
Perhaps, know something of a quiet day. 

Song — " TTte Admiral" 
Though gallantly, though merrily, my days appear to 

fly. 

The notion is all moonshine, I might say, all my eye; 
I've made an ugly bargain, with a still more ugly sprite, 
A creature who for payment, bothers morning, noon, 

and night 
Blue devils haunt me all the day, and when I go to 

sleep. 
Strange things come up to frighten me, and through my 

curtains peep ; 
Wide-awake I feel more bilious, at being in the dark, 
Than any Yellow Admiral at Cheltenham you may 

mark. 

I hear a horrid whisper, that tells me fail I may, 

In making up the twenty crowris that I am bound to 

pay; 

And I've taken to strong waters, what they will do to 

see, 
But my whistle while I wet, 1 feel I whistle may for 

glee. 
"A lecture upon heads" my guilty conscience reads me 

still. 
Each night is but one long black draught, each day a 

large blue pill ; 
And I never have a moment wherein I do not see. 
The tail of the black gentleman who waits below for 

me. {Exif} 
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Scene Third. — Tlu State Apartments. 



Aboubuque, Fleurette, Akne, attd Guests discovered. 
Feasting and dandng. 

Grand Chorus — " Guilktume Tell.*' 

Everything fine surrounding. 
EveiTthing nice abounding. 
Everything sweetly sounding ! 
What can we wish for more ? 
Savoury dishes steaming, 
Chainp^:ne like a river streaming, 
Music that sets one screaming. 
Encore I encore I encore 1 

(Abomelique leads forward Fleurette) 

Aa How do you like my castle, madam, say ? 
It's furnished to your taste ? be candid, pray. 

Fleur, I find your castle, sir, the truth to tell, 
Superb ! enchanting ! matchless !— pretty well ! 
(aside) I'm dazzled quite with all I round me view, 
I wish his beard was not so very blue. 

Ab. Madam, you flatter me by your approval, 
I trust youll think no longer of removal, 
But make yourself at home — my house, my grounds, 
My servants, coaches, horses, hawks, and hounds, 
Are yours, if you will have their master too. 

Fleur. (aside) I really think his beard is not so blue. 

Ab. My wealth's enormous — I've a rent roll clear 
Of forty millions — I'm a potent peer ! 
Likely to die before you, a great point sure — 
A youthful peeress, vrith a thumping jointure I 
The king himself m^ht at your feet then fall. 

Fleur. lastM) I'm quite convinced his beard's not blue at 
all; 
Beudes, if he's so very much my slave, 
He'd be polite enough, perhaps, to shave. 
A peeress J 'twould be cheap at any cost ! 

Ab, {aside) The wench who hesitates, they say, is lost 
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Enter O'Shac 



Does silence speak consent ? Say, are you mine f 
The contract's ready. 

Flecr. So am I to si^ 

O^SAC And please your honour, here's a billy doux. 

Aa For me ? 

(ySuAC Oh, no, sir ; not for me — for you. 

Abl Fool, give it me. (rWf) Odds bobs 1 but here's a 
screw loose ; (Exit O'Shac) 

The King has heard my life's a little too loose, 
And I am dted to appear and answer 
The charge of being a great necromancer. 
I most to some one learned in the law ; 
In these proceedings we must find some flaw, 
And prove to those who prate of my intents, 
That they re no conjurors, at all events. 

Anne. You seem disturbed 

Fledr. What ails my lord and master ? 

Amnk. I trust that note announces no disaster I 

Ab. Gtarming Fleurette, I'm called in haste away, 
But don't let that break up the party, pray. 
I shan't be long — and in my absence you 
Can with your friends range all the castle through 
Here are the keys of every room within it 

^£iis. What a nice job, I quite long to begin it. 

Ab, This of my treasury youll find the key ; 
These ope the iron chests youll in it see. 
And this the wine cellar, and this the store room ; 
fiut this, mind, is the key of the ground floor room — 
The small apartment at the gallery's end. 
Called the Blue Chamber. Now mark, I depend 
On your discretion. Enter all but that— 
Th^ein peep at your peril ! verbum sat ! 

tvan. It needs no threat — you've but to speak your wishes — 
They're my commands. 

Anne, ((aide to her) Ye gods and little fishes I 

You've quite forgotten Joli Coeur, I see ! 

Fleur. Forgotten Joli Coeur 1 Pray who is he ? 
Ob, ah, I recollect, a little man 
Who used to play the horn. Pray, sister Anne, 
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Don't mention him again, we must forget 

We ever knew such persons. 
Ahhe. Oh, Fleurette ! 

For shaioe ! when in a. dungeon pines the lad. 

On your account, it really is too bad 1 
Fleur. On my account ! Law, you don't say so ; bless me, 

I'm very sorry, dear, you quite distress me ; 

I hope and trust he'll soon get out again. 

Come, ladies, won't you take some more champagne ? 
Anne. Sister, beware, your pride may have a tumble. 
Aa Ladies, I am your most obedient humble I 

(Exit Abomeuque) 
Fleur. He's gone, now then we will have such a gamboL 

Through all the castle I propose to ramble ! 

The cellar plunge in, to the garret chamber. 

Up stairs, down stairs, and in my lady's chamber t 

Diut — Fleurette and Anne — then Chorus. 

Goosey, goosey, gander, 

Come, let us wander. 

Up staiis, down staii^ 

And in my lady's chamber ! 

He'll be a bold man 

Who to stop us dares ! 

WeTl take him by the right leg. 

Take him by the left leg. 
Take him by both legs, and fling him down stairs. 
Goosey, goosey, gander, come let us, Ac 

{Exeunt Fleurette and Anne, and the others) 



Scene Fourth. — Gallery on the "gratmd floor," wit 
folding doors, leading to the Blue Chamber. 

Enter Fleurettk. 

Fleur. Well, I think now I've been in every comer, 

And ate as much minced pie as young Jack Homer. 



n,g,t,7rJM,GOOglC 



BLUE BEARD. 



I'm dressed as fine as any princess, too, 
And haven't got a single thing to do ; 
Yet I'm not happy — no, 'midst all these revels, 
I'm troubled by a touch of the blue devils. 

Song — "&« vergin vatesa " — "IPuritani." 

I've used my ten toes so 
They need some repose, so 
I'll seek in a doze— O 

My senses to steep. 
My Blue-bearded sposo 
Objects to "peep-lx)," so 

111 go to " bo-peep," 

Yes, 111 to bed, for I feel very weary ; 

What place is this ? it looks uncommon dreary 

After the other rooms — a door all blue ! 

This must be that which I must not go through. 

And wherefore not, I should just like to know, 

If I'm to be the dame of this chfiteau P 

Old Blue Wig's not at home, oobody's nigh, 

111 through the key-hole have at least a spy. {looks 

Ikrough ieji-Zioie) 
It's dark as pitch — why should I waste m^ time ? 
I've got the key, there can be no great cruie. 
There's something curious in this room, no doubt of it, 
And I'll be sworn their's someone curious out of it. 
And so here goes ! 
Pu/i key in door — it opens v>ith a crash, anddisawers interior 
of the Blue Chamber, and nineteen women in white, with 
their heads under their arms. 

What sight my soul alarms ? 
A regiment of heads, all under arms ! 
Who are you, ladies 7 if yon can, pray speak 1 
All the heads together, llie nineteen wives of base 
Abomelique ! 

Chorits of Heads — "AW, nid, nodding," 
Each with her noddle, 
Nid, nid noddle. 
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Each with her noddle 
Underneath her arm. 
And it's how do you do, ma'am, 
And when did you arrive ? 
You'll come and join our party 
As sure as you're alive. 
With your own noddle, 
Nid, nid noddle, 
With your own noddle 
Underneath your arm. 

Fleur. {in great alarm) 

Oh, you're all models, 

Mod, mod models ! 

Oh, you're all models 

Of politeness, I protest; 

But I couldn't think your graces 

To trouble any more. 

So permit me in your faces 

Just to slam the parlour door. 

{shuts and locks tht door hastily) 
And I'll off toddle. 
Tod, tod toddle, 
With my own noddle 
Where I like it best {Exif) 

Enter Anne. 

Anne. Where can Fleurette have got to ? Mother's gone 
And all the company — I'm quite alone, 
And feel so mopish, — ah ! she's here at last 

{Re-enter Fleurette) 
Why, sister, you are looking quite ^hast 

Fleur. And well indeed I may, for I have seen 

Anne. A^ost? 

Fleur. A ghost, my love I I've seen nineteen ! 

Anne. Nineteen at once ? Permit me, dear, to douot il 

Fleur. Be quiet, and I'll tell you all about it 
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Air — Fleurette — "As pensive as lihot^t" — "Blue Beard." 

As pensive the blue chamber near, 

I kx>ked on this key shining bright, 
I felt nUher curious, my dear, 

And fancied all wasn't quite right. 
Oh, I wished that the truth I could know. 

For I felt not a wink should I sleep ; 
Ai>d I couldn't help stooping just so, 

In hopes through the key-hole to peep. 

I thought the old fright was away, 

And m^t be for hours or more, 
And ere you could Jack Robinson say, 

I had popped the key into the door ! 
O, lud ! you may guess my alarm, 

A row of good women to view, 
Who with each her head under her arm. 

Cried, " Ma'am, we're all waiting for you." 

Anne. I never heard of anything so shocking. 
FiEtiR. I wasn't long again the portal locking 

Yon may be sure ; but when I turned the key 

Behold the key turned blue 1 {shewing it to her) 

Amnb. As blue can be ! 

Flbur. Blue as it's horrid master's room or beaid ; 

And nought can take Ihe stains out, I'm afeard. 
Anne. With sand and brick-dust let us try a scrub. 
FixuB. I've tried, and to no purpose — there's the rub. 
AwNE. What, in the name of fortune, can we do ? 
Fleur. Why, that's exactly what Fm asking you. 
Anne. Here comes C^Back 1 let's ask him. 
Flkur. Hell betray us. 

And then Abomelique alive will flay us. 
Anns. We can't be much worse off. 
Fleur. I don't know that ; 

I tremble so, I dont know what I'm at. 

{Enter CShac CBack) 

Come hither to me, Mister What's-your-name? 
OShac O^hacO'Back. 
Fleur. Well, well, it's all the same. 
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Would you be kind enough to fetch me straight 

The powder that you use to clean the plate ? 
CShac What do you want it for ? 
Anne. Dear goodness me ! 

If you must know, she wants to clean a key. 
OBhac Akeyt 

Fleur. Why, yes, a key ! What makes you stare ? 

(ySHAC Oh, murder ! sure you never have been thert t 
Fleub. Dont frighten me ; the key has changed its hue. 
CShac Nothing will clean that key but powder blue. 
Fleur. But powder blue ! then tell me where they sell it. 
CShac Nowhere on eartA — ^just take the pains to smell it. 
Anne. 'Tis but to tease you that he talks this stuff. 
Fleub. It has a dreadful odour sure enough. 
CShac Anywhere else, I wouldn't care a button, 

But you've been there, and you're a poor lost mutton. 
Anne. Devise some plan, and don't say things to grieve us. 
O'Shac We can do nothing to make him believe us 1 

Once in that chamber having shewn your face, 

You'll find he's booked you for an inside place. 
Fleur, But I've no money. 
CShac He don't want your pelf; 

He drives 'em there and pays the fare himself. 
Anne. Do think of something — we'll make you amends. 
CShac I've got it, ma'am ! — have you got any friends? 
Anne. She cannot answer — see with fear she swoons ! 
Fleur. I've got two brothers in the Light Dragoons. 
O'Shac Send to their quarters, let them come and storm 

The Baron's castle in full uniform. 
Fleur. Alas 1 whom can I send ? Poor JoU Cceur ! 

Where art thou now ? 
O'Shac Why just behind that door. 

Fleur. No, you don't say so ! then beyond a doubt, 

I've got the keys, and you can let him out (gives them 
to O'Shac) 

CShac CBack'h/ww uaxt doorinpand, and J ohl C(EUR 
apfears. 

JOLL Within this solitary cell confined, 

For forty years poor Joli Coeur has pined. 



n,g,t,7rJM,GOOglC 



BLUE BEARD. 55 

FuEUR. Why, my good Aiend, you doD't know what you say. 

The BfuroD only lock'd you up to-day. 
Jou. Was it to-day? mark the effects of sorrow! 

I actually thought it was to-morrow I 

(angs) To-morrow is St Valentine's day, 
And sure as you are bom, 
111 beneath your window play 
A solo on the horn ! 

Fleur. His poor brain wanders. 

CShac He's horn mad, I vow. 

JoLL I feel a little better, thank you, now ! 

And want my supper; for, as I'm a sinner, 
I've only had a black French roll for dinner, 
And half-a-pint of dirty Adam's ale, 
I who was always used to " Bass's pale !" 

Flbur. Were you a lover true, you wouldn't think 
Of two such vulgar thirgs as meat and drink ; 
My head's at stake. Fly I jump into the mail, 
And to my brothers bear my piteous tale 1 
If you have luck, youll catch the evening train, 
And ere you're there you may be back again. 

Jou. I fly to aid a female in distress ! 

Fleur. I wish you every possible success. 

O^Shac Voung man, I beg to say four legs is best, 
Call at the stable, and — you know the rest 

Air — ^JoLi CfflUR — " Guillaume TeU," 

Fast to the office let me ride. 

If I can find but a place outside ; 

Ijttle I care for rain or hail. 

Once on the top of the royal mail ! 

Blue Beard shall feel our ven^ance lawful, 

Widow'd shall be his twentieth wife ; 
Oh ! that to make his fate more awfiil, 

We could restore the rest to life ! 

Fast to the office, &c. 
{Exeunt Jou Cceur and the olhen) 



n,g,t,7rJM,GOOglC 



BLUE BEARD. 



Scene Fifth. — Hu Castle Court-yard. 
Enter Anne, fiiUawed by Fleurette and CShac O'Eacsl 

Anne. If our brave brothers are but to be found, 

All may go well yet {horn) 

Fleur. Hark ! what means that sound ? 

O'Srac It means Blue Beard's come back again. 

Fleur. So soon ! 

O'SHAa We're like to have a pleasant afternoon. 

Fleur. What can have brought him home so quick, I 
wonder? 

O'SHAa A coach and four. 

Anne. He looks as black as thunder. 

O'SHAa And, hark ! he's goii^ to say something surly, 

Ab. {withouf) Hang Joli Cceur to-morrow morning early. 

Fleur. Hang Joli Cceur 1 

O'SHAa Faith, he'll be bothered there, 

As Mrs. Glass remarks, " first catch your hare." 

Anne. I trust in time he'll reach our brothers' quarters. 

O'SHAa If not, I wouldn't be your mother's daughters. 

Fleur. The monster comes ! 

O'SHAa I wish you, ma'am, well through it 

I'll make my bow while I've a head to do it 

{Exit O'Shac O'Back) 

Fleur. Run up into the attic, sister Anne, 
And hollo out as loudly as you can 
If you see anybody coming — ^fly I 
The only game to play is " higk spy eye." 

Enter Abomelique. 

Fleur. Well, my good lordl {aside) Oh, hardness to 

dissemble. 
Ab. Well, my good lady ! 
Fleur. {aside) Mercy ! how I tremble. 

{aloud) My lord, I heard you give a shocking order 

About poor Joli Cceur, 
Ab. I told the warder 

To have him hanged at sunrise, nothing further. 
Flzur. D'ye call that nothing, sir — I call it murther. 
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Ab. Pray call it anything, my dear, you please, 

But in the first place, hand me back my keys. 
Fleur. Your keys ! Oh, yes, sir — there they are, «r — alL 

(asid^ I feel so faint, I do think I shall fall 

Why hang that youth ? 
Ab. He vowed my head to punch — 

Ha I where's the key that was upon this bunch ? 
Flkuk. Which key? 
Ab. The chamber on the ground Boor— where 

The key that opens that ? 
Fleur. Is it not there ? 

A& No! 

Flbuk. Lack-a-daisy I then where can it be ? 

Aa No lack-a-daisies, ma'am, I lack a key ! 
Fleur. I have it not about me. 
Aa Thaf s a faulL 

Fleur. {fl^dt) Hell eat me up with half a grain of salt 1 

Aa That key 

Fleuil ifuidt) I feel I've not an hour to live I 

Aa Did an Egyptian to my mother give. 

She was a (airy. 
Fleur. La, sir, you don't mean it I 

Then, would to goodness I had never seen it 
Aa Wherefore ? 

Fleur. iflHdt) He's like the black man in the play, 

Aa Is't lost ? Is't gone ? Speak ! Is't out o'the way ? 
Fleur. It is not lost ; but what an' if it were ? 
Aa Ha ! fetch it I Let me see it If you dare I 
Fleuk. Of course I dare, sir ; but I won't before 

You promise me to spare poor Joli Coeur. 
Aa Fetch me that key, I say — my mind misgives. 

Fleur. There's not a better natured fellow lives 

Aa The key! 

Fleur. Or on the hom can better play. 

(Anne appears at the top eftke HouUi 
Aa The key! 

Fleur. In sooth you are to blame. 

Aa Away! 
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Song — Abomelique — " Tht Sat, the Sea." 

The key, the key, the fairy key. 

The blue room door that opens free I 

Without a mark, without a stain. 

Go find it and bring it back again ! 

To play with edge tools is held unwise, 

The proverb, ma'am, you'll find applies ! 

Go fetch the key ! go fetch the k^ ! 

I swear by all that blue can be, 

By my b^d above and my room below. 

Your bead shall off your shoulders go, 

If you've dared but through the key-hole to 

peep, 
Your noddle, your noddle off my sword shall 

sweep. 

Fleur. {aside) He sounds that key-note so, 'twould be in 
vain 

Higher to go, I must come down again ! 

Forth it must come, whatever may be&ll ; 

(aloud) Why, bless me, here it is, sir, after all ! 

{froducesit) 
Ab. Ahat Indeed, ma'am, is it so ? Hollo ! 

How came it of this colour ? 
Fleur. I dont know. 

Aa Well, then, I do — you've ope'd the room below 

And put your foot in it — I told you aa. 

Prepare to die ! 
Fleur. To die so young and hearty. 

Ak You must go in again and join the party ! 
Fleur. Oh, say not so — ^you can't so cruel be. 

Your room is worse, sir, than your company I 

Mercy ! 
Ab. It's no use, ma'am, to whoop and hollow. 

They have all gone-a-head and yours must follow. 
Fleur. Though you're no duke, I ask your grace, 
oh I let it 

Be granted 
Ab. Don't you wish that you may get it ? 
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Air — Fleurette — " How can j/n smile at my despair." 

How can you think my head 111 spare ? 

As if I'd others by the score. 
'Stead of my head, cut off my hair, 

And I will trouble you no more. 
Pray be so kind to grant my prayer, 

Hair grows again just as before ; 
But my poor head, unlike my hair, 

If once cut off will grow no more I 

All If you have but one head to wear 

You should have thought of that before. 
Five minutes take, ma'am, to prepare. 
And prythee trouble me no more, 

(Fleuret-ts ascends tower) 
Aa {calUng after her) Five minutes, mind you, not another 

, second 

Fleur. {at window of tower) Have I in vain upon my 
rescue reckoned ? 
Dear sister Anne, say, is there any hope 7 
Anne. I can see nothii^. 

Fleur. Take this telescope, {hands one up to her) 

Anne. My hand shakes so. I ne'er shall hold it steady. 
Ab. Make haste, there are two minutes gone akeady. 
FuuR. I'm making haste 1 

A& Two minutes and a quarter. 

Fleur, I shan't be long. 
Ab. At least ypull soon be shorter. 

Two and a hal£ 
Fleur. Fray don't make such a pother 1 

Aa What are you doing ? 
Fleur. Writing to my mother. 

Shall I say aught from you ? {aside) For time I 
angle. 
A& Yes ; you may ask her if she's sold her mangle. 
Fleur. Don't talk of mangling, you unfeeling man I 
Aa Four minutes ! 

Fleub. Are they coming, sister Anne ? 

Ann& There's something kicking up a dust 
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Aa What ho ! 

Fleur. He's kicking up a dreadful dust below 1 

Ab. Five minutes, ladies ! 

Fleuk. Take another peep ! 

Ahhe. Alas I 'ds nothii^ but a flock of sheep. 

Fleur. Onlya flock of sheep! my hopes you fool. 

All that great cry about a little wool ; 

Fortune upon me seems resolved to frown. 

My time is up and so I must go down. 
Aa I'm getting out of patience. Mrs. A 1 

Fray do you mean to keep me here all day ? 
Fleur. I'm coming. 
Aa Coining I So is Christmas, wretch ! 

Come down directly, or 111 be -^aw fetch / 
Fleur. Look out again, dear sister Anne, you must 

See something now, I'm sure. 
Anne. Another dust ! 

Aa Prepare! 
Fleur. It's very easy, sir, to say 

" Prepare ! " How would you like it ? 
Aa Mrs. A ! 

Fleur. Good sister Anne, what see you coming now 7 
ANNa Three gentlemen — on horseback too, I vow ! 

But dear me, slowly as if each a snail rode. 
FLEtm. Inhuman I why not travel by the railroad. 

Trio — " / ut them gaUeping " — " B/iu Beard." 

Fleur. Quick I wave your handkerchief^ my sister dear. 
ANNa Pray, sirs, be kind enough to make haste here. 
Fleur. Bid them be kind enough to make haste here. 
Aa Prepare ! 

Fleur. I see them galloping, they come along like fun. 
Now faster galloping, like thorough-breds they toil 
Aa Prepare ! {brings down Fleurette) 



Forbear I forbear ! Fie ! for shame, sir 1 

The key was blue liefore. 

I'm in such a fright ! I'm in such a fright ! 
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Ah ! rir. Ah ! air — I was not to blame, sir ! 
Oh, don't, sir ! I won't, sir, do so any more. 

{lovd knocking at the door) 
Ab. How now ! who's knocking at the gate that way ? 

Enter O'Shac O'Back. 

(ySiua Lieutenants Bras-de-Fer and Longue-4p6e. 
Ab. Tell 'em I'm not at home. 

(ySHAC. They've found you out 

Ab. Say I'm at dinner, then, you stupid lout ! 
CShac I told 'em you were waiting for your chop ; 

And so they said they'd in upon you drop, 

And take pot luck ! 
Ab. (sehhtg Fleurette) My vengeance lose I won't, 

So thus I score up twenty ! 
As he it about to strike, }qu C<eur, Bras-de-Fer, and 

LoNGUE-Epis rush in. 
JoLL No, you don't {seixes his arm) 

Heads up, Fleurette ! 
S^r^St The,^Ul.that,youold«mdl 

{passing their swords through Aboheliqub, whefaUs) 
O^HAC Thunder and turf, they've run him through the 

gizzard ! 
JOLL Dost pity him ? 
O'Shac Who, I, sir ? No, sir ; never 1 

But there's a quarter's wages gone for ever. 
Ab. {sitting up) Kind-hearted soul, your shaken nerves 
compose. 

They have but run me through my wedding clothes. 
Fleur. Perhaps it's better so, and for this reason. 

We humbly hope to run you through the season. 

But you {to JoLi C<eur) were rather late. 
JOLL No fault of mine ; 

The locomotive, love, got off the line ! 

And we were forced to post it as we mi^ht ; 

But here we are, you're safe, and all is nght 
CShac I wish it may be so ; but there are those 

Before our eyes, that may putin their noes. 
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And vote that we have, all 'gainst common sense, 
To night committed a most grave offence 1 

Ab. If 'tis a grave one, then we must submit ; 
But if we've once to laughter moved the pit, 
We plead that here uncommon nonsense revels, 
And strives to kill with laughter all blue devils 1 

JoLi. But there's another charge that may be made 
By those who have not well the matter weighed ; 
They^t say this can't be Blue Beard ; ask us where 

his 
Horses, elephants, and dromedaries. 
Real or sttifTed ? 

Fleur. To that the answer plain 

Is — " Sir, the beasts belonged to Drury Lane, 
And were but lent to Blue Beard, when — sad work — 
They made him fly his country, and turn Turk." 
Our Blue Beard's not a great Bashaw of three tails, 
But a French gentleman of one — the details 
Dished up, d FOlympique, by the same cooks 
Who for so long have been in your good books. 
Smile on us still, nor let our Blue Beard be 
A " Fatal Curiosity " to me. 

Finale — Fleurbtte and Chorus — " Non Piu Mesta." 

Fleur. Spirits light'ning by our gambols gay, 

We'll each night dull Care anew beard ; 
And to modem music sing and play 
The old romance of Blue Beard. 

Chorus If to " female curiosity," 

You'll extend your generosity, 

^irits light'ning by our gambols gay, && 
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THE SLEEPING BEAUTY 

IN THE WOOD; 

An Onginal, Gmul Comic, Romantic, Op«iBIic, Mclo^mnatic 

FAIRY EXTRA VAGANZA, 
In Three Parts. 
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THE SLEEPING BEAUTY 
IN THE WOOD. 



For the demerits of the remaining thirty-three Extrava- 
ganias I am solely responsible, Charles Dance and I having 
amicably dissolved partnership in consequence of his takii^ 
a partus for life and retiring for some period from any con- 
nection with the stage. Much as I regretted this at the 
moment, it proved eventually a fortunate circumstance for 
me, as my subsequent repeated successes, notoriously 
unassisted by any collaborateur, dissipated the idea which I 
discovered had been entertained, not only in England, but in 
America, that the fun was all Dance's and merely the stage 
oupentry mine. To such an extent had this notion been 
disseminated in the United States that even many of my 
dramas in which Dance had not the slightest share, were 
advertised as his only ; but as, however beneficial to the 
American manager, not one complimentary dollar found 
its way into the pockets of eitha of us, the empty honour 
was not worth scrambling for had I even been aware of 
the art 
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Mr. and Mrs. Charles Mathews, at the tenninatioa of 
the Olympic season in 1839, had, at the instigation of Mr. 
Bartley, entered into n^otiations with the propiietora of 
Govern Garden Theatre, which resulted in their becoming 
the lessees of that still national establishment, vice Mr. 
Macready resigned, and the transference to it of the whole 
of the Olympic Company. A harlequinade being unavoid- 
able at Christinas time at Covent Garden, the fairy piece, 
which had become an institution under MadaiOk^ Vestris* 
rigime, was postponed to Easter, and I, who had accepted 
the posIUon of " superintendent of the decorative depart- 
ments," and was also engaged to provide the Easter piece, 
had to do so single-handed. 

I selected the subject of " La Belle au Bois Dor- 
mante," and as the absurd regulations which I have 
already described as fiettering the minor theatres, did 
not affect the patent houses, the vague title of " Burletta " 
was no loiter necessary to designate the particular style of 
drama I had originated in England. " The Sleeping Beauty " 
was therefore announced as an extravaganza, distinguishing 
the whimsical treatment of a poetical subject from the 
broad caricature of a tragedy or serious opera, which was 
correctly termed a " Burlesque." I was rather nervous be- 
fore the curtain rose on the evening of Easter Monday, *oth 
April, 1840, as it was a first experiment on so large a stage, 
and the responability was endrelyon my own shoulders; but 
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the hearty roar from all parts of the house at an early line in 
the first scene — 

" We (lop the pros to My «e'*e no mote nem," 
relieved nie of all my anxiety. 

I had the advantage in this piece of the valuable services 
of my old friend and theatrical foster-fuher, John Pritt 
Harley, who twCHUid-twenty years previously had determined 
my career by the popularity he had mainly contributed to 
achieve for my " Amoroso." In the part of Baron Fac- 
totum he was delightfully ridiculous. 

Miss Rainforth, a young lady who rapidly rose in public 
estimation as a vocalist, was included in the cast, and in the 
ballet appears, for the first time under the management of 
Madame Vesttis, the name of the beautiful Miss Fairbrother. 
A contretemps which might have imperilled the success of 
the piece occurred in the last scene. A coup de thidtre had 
been prepared for the final tableau by that most ingenious 
and tasteful artist, Mr. BradwelL At the conclusion of the 
finale the chairs in which the seven fairies were seated were 
by unseen machinery to ascend with their occupants, illu- 
minated by coloured fires, to nearly the height of the pros- 
cenium ; but when the cue was given they remained perfectly 
motionless, and the curtain fell amidst the unanimoDs 
plaudits of the audience, who never missed what they 
fortunately had never been promised they should see. Poor 
Bradwell was, however, nearly frantic with rage and disap- 
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pointment He rushed up into the flies to ascertain the 
cause of the failure, and finding it to have arisen by a part 
of the machinery getting out of gear, could not be persuaded 
that it was accidental, but that it was purely so I felt pei^ 
fectly satisfied. On the following evening the machineiy 
worked capitally, and the effect was extremely novel and 
splendid. 

" The Sleeping Beauty " brought crowded houses to the 
end of the season, and the theatre re-opened with it in the 
following one. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONi£. 

PART FIRST.— Period 1583. 

Thk Faiky Bankfui. Mks. Taylsuks 

Nkwspapui Iup (not " Printer'i Devil ") ,., Mastii. Flight 
Thomas, samamed Noddy (Kin£ of NoUnd) ... Mk. J. Bland 

QuBEH Skkkma (hii CcouorO Mks. Macnamaka 

Thk Punccss Is-a-bkllb (in Lon^ Clothes) ... By a Yoi;nq Lady 
(BoBg bar FIiK Appnniic* upcs any SU(«) 

Nurse Mrs. Emdkn 

Gbntlbman Usher Mb. Ridgway 

Baron Factotuh <Grest-Cnuid-Lord-High- 

EtrtUui^) Mr. Harliy 

Thr Fairy Antidota Miss Lbr 

Tkr Fairy Eucahtia Miss E. Phillips 

Thb Fairy Dkwdkop Miss Baksr 

The Fairy Rmbbud Hiss Fii^amrs 

The Fairy Gossambr Miss Charlton 

The Fairy Philoubl Mtts Lamb 

The Fairy Choreuusica Miss Jackson 

PART SECOND,— Period 1601. 
The Lady Aurora Abigail [Fint Lady of the 



Bed Chamber) ... 
The Prihcbss Is-a-belle (aged 18 all but an 

homorto) 

Old Woman (itil! a Spinster) 



Miss RAiitniRTH 



PART THIRD.— Period 1701. 



Prince Perfect 

Ex-KiNG OF NoiAVD (iced 160)... 
Es-QuEEM OF NoLAND ^iged 150) 
Lord Factotum (aged 140) 



Mr. Brougham 
Mr. Kerridgb 

Mr. I. VIMING 

Mr. J. Bland 
Mrs. Macnahara 

Mr. Harlsy 
Miss Rainforth 
Madame Vestris 



*,* Id strict accordance with the Modem School of Melo.drainatic 
Compoaitloii, Etghtten Ytari are to be supposed to hare elapsed 
between the First and Second Parts ; Otu Htmdrtd yeari between the 
Second and Third Parts ; and coHtiJtraify mart than Om Htmdrtd 
sfler the Piece is over. 
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PROGRAMME OF SCENERY, Sc 



PART FIRST.— Period 1583. 

BOUDOIR or THE FAIRY BAKEtUL, 

Nine thousand roilei north of the Kingdom of NoUnd. 
Banquet Hall in the Castle of the King of Noland. 

PART SECOND.— Period ifoi. 

VESTIBULE IN THE ROYAL CASTLE. 

APARTMENT OF THE PRINCESS IN THE OCTAGON 

TOWER. 



LMy and Lumitr Rt«m <U At very Tap cf tkt Cattk. 
STATE BED CHAMBER. 

PART THIRD,— Period 1701, 

MAGIC FOREST. 
Castle Gatrs, Moat and Dkawbridge. Old Palace Vaxd, 

And Re-view of a Company of the " Old Guard*." 
Quiek-itt Hedge, and a merry Green Wood in the Spring- 
time of the year. 
THE STATE BED CHAMBER. (Exu:tly as before.) 
P«noD-ages "in Statu Qu«" — though » Ccntui; older. 
Illuminated Palace and Gardens of the Fairy Antidota. 
FETE AL-FRESCO. 
" La CachoucbA " by Mademoiselle Maria Luigia Betloni. 
Defarturx of the Seven Fairies, in a Patent Safety "Fl^," 
constructed by Mr. W. Bradnell, " time out of mind the Faincs' 
Coachmakei." 
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Scene First. — Abode of the Fairy Baneful. 

Tit Fairy Baneful discovered at breakfast — On one side 
her toilet — several Elves in attendastee. 

Air— Yaiky Baneful — " TSe Oid JIfaid." 

Whtn I was a Faiiy just turned of fifteen, 

Ai bii as a Faiiy could be, 
I nHsk'd through the key-holes and danced on the green. 

Bit now that wont do for me 1 — for me, &c:. 

1 thai was invited to eveiy fine feast, 

Eoch wedding and christening to see ; 
But low I am old, no one cares in the least, 

Nr e'en asks what's become of me — of me, &c 

But ?m living yet, and though centuries old, 

Stfl as potent as Fairy can be — 
And the next time I'm treated with scorn, 111 make bold, 

T( shew them what 'tis to slight me — £%ht me, &c 

Cm 6r trom well — I've got the spleen — the vapouts — 
iVhat makes 'em so late with the morning papers ? 
N^ected here, e'en by my sister sprites, 
Scutdal and tea are now my sole delights. 

{horn without) 
Ah 1 there's the newsboy's hom ! 
An luv flies across with a hom in me hand and a bundle 
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of papers unfier his arm — At drops two, which are aitigkt 
and handed to Fairy Banefui. by an Elf. 
What have we here ? 

{ptUHi^ on her spedades) 
" The Y\yvn% Post " and " Fairy Gazetteer." 
"Second Edition" — Quick ! let me peruse — 
" We stop the press to say we've no more news." 
Pshaw ! {Ihrmvs down the paper and takes up the other) 
" Overland Dispatch," — what's this, I pray ? 
" At noon precisely, on the first of May, 
" Her Majesty the Queen of Noland brought her 
" Most loving lord and King a little daughter, 
"To the great joy of all the court and nation, 
" After ten yeare of anxious expectation I " 
There, there, a month ago, and none before 
Could tell me of this news ! btit stay, here's more. 
"We understand the christening's feed for," — eh !— 
"The 30th instant" Why — yes — that's to-day! 
" And that the Fairies have been all invited 
" To dinner." AH but me — again I'm slighted. 
"Tis well ! the time is come on which I reckon'd — 
My Dragon to the door in half a second I 
(to Elves) My ciown, my mantle, and my crutihed 
stick 1 

{th^ bring Hiem, and assist her to fess) 
Oh 1 I will have such vengeance; 

{a fiery Dra^tm desands oreten) 
Now then, {seating herself) quick, 
To Moland. Prove, my fiery friend, thy power, 
'Tis but nine thousand miles, and we've an hour, 

{Exit ^ Ih^gony 
Elves disappear — Scene changes to 

ScxHE Second. — Hall of the King's Palace — Royal Semnts 
discovered setting out a grand Banquet Table. 

Music — Enter Lord Factotum. 

Lord F. Come, bustle, bustle, furnish forth the board, 
Wh«e are the seven gold covers ? 
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Serv. Here, my Icffd 

Lord F. Place them before these seven chairs— and where 

The seven gold fcrks and spoons 7 
Serv. Your lordship, there. 

Lord F. Quick, quick, or we shall have them here, by 



And find us all at sixes and at scven& 
Enttr Gentleuan Usher. 

Usher. My Lord Factotum, is all ready, pray ? 

Lord F. Don't apeak to me, I've ne'er had such a day 
Smce I have been in office. Goodness gracious ! 
I've galloped up and down this palace spacious 
Since sunrise, till I'm really quite worn out 

{To a Servant) Is that the way to pinch a napkin, lout ? 
I shall go crazy. Ye who sigh for place 
Behold and profit by my piteous case. 
As Lord High Chamberlain, I slumber never, 
As Lord High Steward, in a stew I'm ever, 
As Lord High Constable, I watch all day. 
As Lord High Treasurer, I've the deuce to pay. 
As Great Grand Cup Bearer, I'm handled queerly, 
As Great Grand Carver, I'm cut up severely. 
In other States the honours are divided. 
But here they're one and all to me confided ; 
They've buckled Fortune on my back — until 
I really feel particularly ill ! 
Young man, avoid the cares from state that spring. 
And don't you be a Great Grand anything. 

Song — Lord Factotum — Air—" Whtrt the bu sucks." 

Who would be Great Grand Lord High, 

All the blame on him must Ue ; 

Everywhere for him they cry, 

Up and down stairs he must fly — 

After all folks, verily ! — 

Verily I verily 1 — Few could live now 

Under the honours beneath which I bow ! 

(gtens, trumpds, shotiU, &•£.) 
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Hark, to those guns, tlut flourish, and that shout. 
The Royal Baby's christened, there's no doubt ; 
King, Queen, and Court are comii^, I've a notion. 
Away, for sharp's the word and quick's the motion. 

Song and Chetm — Lokd Factotum and Servants — 
"Seggat's Opera." 

They are on their road — 

Hark, I hear the sound of coaches, 

The Royal eortige approaches. 

To your places, both young and old — 

See the wand I hold. 

Dont stand like Etupid asses, 

But as the procession passes. 

Mind and shout, as you've all been told. 

Grand March — Eitter King, Queen, and Court ; a MtmSE 
bearing the Baby. 

King. So that job's jobbed. Our daughter has a name. 

Which shall with ouis be handed down to &me. 

My Lord Factotum I 
Lord F. Sire ! 

King. You'll please to see 

That it is handed down as we decree. 

LoRB F. Sire, while I live, at least, I'll see 

King. How ? What ! — 

See it, my lord, whether you live or not 

We're very hungry — are not you, sweet wife ? 
Queen. I'm anythii^ you please, my dearest life 1 
King. Then well to dinner. 

Queen. But — 'tis not yet noon. 

King. Not 1 Then it shall be so — and very soon. 

My Lord Factotum t 
Lord F. My most gracious master I 

King. Why don't you make those cursed clocks go faster ? 

Let 'em strike twelve directly. 

{all the docks strike twelve) 



n,g,t,7rJM,GOOglC 



IN THE WOOD. 



LosD F. Sire, 'tis done. 

King. Confound that racket I Make 'em all strike one, 
And stop until we bid them strike again ! 

(th^ strike tnu) 
Now then to dinner. 

Queen. If my liege would deign 

To listen to his loving Queen. 

King. We do- 

Say on — we always listen, love, to you, 

QuBKM. Would not the Fairies, then, whom we've invited, 
Feel — if we dined without them — rather slighted ? 

King. Eh 1— How 1 — My Lord Factotum 1 

Lord F. Here— Great King I 

King. Great me no Greats ! — my Lord High-Everything ! 
You are responsible for such vagaries — 
How conies it that we had foigot the Fairies ? 

LoRB F. My liege — / had not 

KiN& You — who spoke of you ? 

I say that " we had " — answer, is it true ? 

Lord F. All that your Majesty says must be true 

King. Then kneel and ask our pardon 

Lord F. Sire, I do. 

King. We grant it ; but remember — if you'd live. 
The next time we for^t — we shan't forgive — 
That's rather antithetical — and droll 

Lord F. (fo Court) Laugh I the King laughs 

King. Not bad upon the whole — 

Silence ! — ^What keeps these Fairies? Lord Factotum — 
The cards of invitation — sure — you wrote 'em ? 

Lord F. I did, my li^e. 

King. And sent them ? 

Lord F.* Sent them alL 

King. Have you the list 7 

Lord F. Tis here. 

King. Be pleased to call 

Their names in order over — Come, begin. 

Lord F. {nadiitg) " The Fairy Dewdrop." 

King. Why don't she drop in, 

She's over due — Ha, ha 1 — Upon my word, 
We're getting quite jocose — Proceed, my lord t 
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Lord F. " The Faiiy Rosebud" 

KiNa It may be a doubt 

Whether a bud will come to a blow-out 

Lord F. " The Fairy Elegantia." 

Kino. Without Gnm 

It wouldn't do to dine in aoy case. 
Lord F. "The Fairy Gossamer." 
King. She lives on air ; 

It's quite a joke to ask her, I declare. 
Lord F. " The Fairy Philomel" 
King. We've known her long — 

She likes ayt^, and sings a tidy song. 

Xx)RD F. " The Fairy Chore " (htsitatin^ 

KiNa " Musica," — you dunoe — 

She plays on tw«ity instruments at once — 

Rattles them all together in a case, 

From the Jew's harp down to the double baas. 
Lord F. " The Fairy Antidota." 
QuESN. What a rtame 1 

King. I know the lady but by common fiune — 

She rules, I'm told, the Island of Contraries. 

Enttr Pagb. 

Page. {anrumiuiHg) My liege I Their Highnesses, the 

Seven Fairies 1 
King. Throw th^ doors open, rascals — and stand back, 
Oi they'll be through the keyholes in a ciack ! 

Music—lht Seven Fairies <ij»/«w in their chatrsJ* 

King. I told you so — why how the fellow stares ! 

Dont ladies often come to Court in chairs? 

{Exit Pace) 

Welcome, iiuT Fairies, to our Court — our Queen, 

Our child — the finest baby ever seen. 
All the Fairies. The very image of its father 



The chain having 
ocniDa ihem unsecD by the 
t wheeled Instantly round on them. 



n,g,t,7rJM,GOOglC 



11^ THE WOOD. 



Kino. Ohl 

You Ratter me. 

FAntiBS. Upon our honours, no I 

Fairy A. We've each brought her a famag, 

QusBN. You're too kind- 

Well have her down, nuise, 9&a dinner, mind. 

{Exit Nurse with Babv) 

Lord F. (flmwuncin^ Their Majesties are served 

King. The banquet, see. 

Enter Page, announang. 

Page. "The Fairy Baneful" 

King. Who the devil's she ? 

Queen. The Fairy Baneful — can I trust my ears ? 

Why she's been dead and gone these fifty years. 
KiNa She's never beea to Court since I've been King — 

Tell her she's dead, my Lord High-Everything. 
Fairt a. Beware how you affront her — she's most spiteful, 

And may take vengeance on your daughter. 
QvEEH. Frightful ! 

Lord F. IMstracting thought 1 I feel quite cold and flabby, 

At thought of mischief to that darling babby ! 
King. We own we never were in such a twitter. 

My Lord Factotum, why don't you admit her i 

Enter Fairy Baneful. 

Fairy R My service to you all, I'm rather late, 

I trust, however, I've not made you wait ; 

Fve stood upon no ceremony since 

You stood on none with me. 
King. 'Twas to evince 

Out great afliectioii 

Fairy B. That jrou did not send 

An invitation to so old a friend. 

No matter. Pray don't say a word about i^ 

I'm come, and trust I'm welcome. 
King and Queen. Can you doubt it ? 

King. A cover for the Faby Baneful, quick. 
Fairy A. {aside) She'll play their Majesties some scurvy 
trick; 
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I see it [n her eye — but ni be wary, 
And if I do not match her, I'm no fairy. 

A chair is placed for Fairy Baneful. 

Fairy B. How's this, a plate without a spoon or fork ? 

King, {aside) Confusion ! here's a pretty piece of wiHk t 
(aside) A fork and spoon for Fairy Baneful boobies ! 

Fairy B. And gold ones, set with diamonds and with 
rubies, 
like those my young friends have. 

Kma (aside) The truth she'll guess. 

My Lord Factotum 

Lord F. Sire. 

KiMO. We're in a mess — 

Quick ! get us out of it 

Lord F. Most potent Fay, 

I trust you'll pardon what I'm going to say. 
But, by some very singular mistake, 
Rundell and Bridge had no more of this make. 

Fairy B. Better and better — say no more about it 
I'm the last comer, and must go without it, 
For an old woman anything's as good — 
Bring me a spoon of pewter or of wood ! 

Fairy A. (aside) There's mischief brewing — she will work 
some ill 

King. Ladles, diampagne — my Lord Factotum — fill 
Bumpers all round — no daylights, I beseech — 
I'm going to give a toast and make a speech ; 
Most noble Fairies, and most loving wUe, 
This is the proudest moment of my life — 
I feel that I want words~I am not able — 
Too happy to behold around my table — 
Quite overpowered — Forgive me, phrases seeking — 
Accustomed as I am to public speaking — 
On this occasion, I shall only say 
My daughter's health t with three times three ! 

Alt- Hurrah I 

Queen. Ladies, with gratitude believe I bum. 
And b^ to drink all your healths in return. 

All. Brava ! brava I 
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Faikv H But am I not to see 

This wondrous child — this tiny prodigy ? 
King. Of course — Dessert, ye knaves, as quick as may be, 

And, Lord Factotum 

Lord F. Sire 

King. Ring twice for Baby. 

(Lord Factotum piOs a rope and a large hell 
rings twice very loudly) 

Fairy A. {aside) Now is my time — behind this screen I'll 
hide. 
And have the last word — eveiy woman's pride t 

{hides behind arras) 

Re-enter Nurse with Baby. 

Queen. See where she comes— fresh from her morning 

Fairy D; I firet shall give the little dear my fairing — 

Receive with this small drop of mountain dew 

The purest mind that ever mortal knew. 
Fairy R. This rose leaf on her pretty cheek I lay. 

She shall be lovely as the dawning d^. 
Fairy 'E. By this enchanting touch and mystic bow, 

With graceful action I the maid endow. 
Fairy G. Light as a iairy shall her step entrance 

All who behold her in the mazy dance. 
Fairy P. Sweet as the nightingale's her song shall be, 
Fairy C To which I add all powers of minstrelsy. 
King. Oh, all ye gods and little fishes ! — Never 

Will tiiere have been a girl so &ir and clever— 

Eiccuse a father's feelings — words are weak — 

These tears of joy 

Fairy B. Stop — I have yet to speak — 

I owe you some return for your attention, 

And feiin would pay 

King I beg you wouldn't mention 

Fairy B. Nay, hear me out — And fun would pay in kind 

My obligations — but tis hard to find 

(So bountiful have been my good friends here,) 

A present worthy of the little dear. 
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Yet something pleasant to foretell I'll try, 

Thv daughter, ere she comes of age, shall Die 1 

All. Diel 

Fairy B. Yes, a spindle shall her hand run through. 

QuEBH. Catch me, I feint 

Kino. I can't — I'm feinting too I 

My Lord Factotum — catch us both ! 

Lord F, (pitk an arm round each) O ne'er 
Had mortal such a weight of woe to bear I 

FairvB. Ha, ha, — next time you'll send mt an invite — 
And so — I wish your Majesties good night ! 

Fairy A. {pmtng forward) Stay — and hear me — for I've 
not spoken yet, 
Cheer up, fond pair — your hearts at ease I'll set 
As she's my elder in the magic art, 
Her stem decree must be fulfilled in part ; 
A spindle must your daughter's hand run through, 
But death shall not upon that wound ensue. 
The maiden, undisturbed by pains or fears. 
Shall slumber sweetly for a hundred years. 

KiN& A hundred yeaK I — My gracious 1 What a nap 

QusEN. And wake a poor old Woman I — Sad mishap ! 

Fairy A. No, young and lovely stiU. A prince shall wake 
her, 
And of his heart and hand a present make her. 

King. How very kind I For ever we're your debtor. 
How &Tes our QueeA 7 

QljEEN. I feel a little better. 

Fairy A. Come,sisteTs, it is time " Good-night " to say 

Lord F. The Fairy Baneful's dragon stops the way I 

King. She's coming down. 

Fairy B. Dont triumph, monarch, yet ; 

Depend upon't, I won't die in your debt 

(Fairy desctndt) 

Queen. The sfHtefiil creature j 

King. We will foil her rage. 

First, 'till our darling daughter comes of age, 
'Neadi lock and key she shall be kept secure. 
Next, we, to make assurance doubly sure, 
Will make a law that none henceforth shall spin 
With spindles, or keep spindles houses iiL 
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On pain of death. My Lord Factotum, see 
The law is made — and kept too — or welt be 
The death of you 

Lou) F. " Dulce et decorum est, 

Pro patria mori " 

King. Peace— we know the rest. 

Ladies, since you seem bent your flight to wing^ 
We aie your most obedient lord the King. 

Finale to I'art I. — King, Quesk, Lord Factotum and 
Chorus— /»««& to Bnt Act of " Gmllaume Ttll"~ 
{Hofer.) 

After next morning 
Should any, scommg 
This le^al warning 

A spindle dare ply ; 

Their thread is spun, sir, 

Theyll find it no Ain, sir, 

Sure as a gun, sir, 

The traitor shall die I 



PART IL 

ScBNB First. — VesHbuIt in ihe Royal Castle. 

Enter Ladv Abigail, followed iy'LotiD Factotum. 

Duet — " I'air Aurora." 

Lord F. Fair Aurora, prithee stay ; 
O regard what I've to say ; 
Hear what anguish rends my breast. 
Too distressing — I protest. 
Why, fair idol of my heart. 
Thus at my approach depart ? 
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Lady A. Fond adorer I cease, I pray. 
Can't you coll another day? 
For the anguish of your breast 
I've no dressing — I protest 
So 'tis idle ; Cupid's dart 
Never shall approach my heart 

Lord F. Yet, fatal beauty, but one moment stay. 
Lady A. Be quick and say then what you've got to say. 
Lord F. "Full eighteen times hath Fhcebus' cart gone 
round 

Neptune's salt wash and Tellus' orMd ground," 

That is to say, full eighteen years have past 

Since the Princess was christened. 
Lady A. Well, and fast 

The time has flown — at least, it has with me ; 

It scarcely seems as many hours to be ; 

Only since then I have a woman grown. 
Lord F. Alack, to me the last five years alone 

Have seemed an age — look on these grizzling hairs, 

Turned by your cruel usage. 
Ladt a. Well, who cares ? 

Lord F. Not you, I know — therefore, I'm daily sinking, 

And soon shall go to my long home, I'm thinkii^ 
Lady A. I hope you've made your will 7 
Lord F. Aye, you may laugh, 

C^ But I've done more — I've made my epitaph ! 
Lady^A. Oh, let me hear it ! 
Lord F. Twas for that I came ; 

If it's too touching I am not to blame. 

To a wild, plaintive air I'll strive to sing it, 

And if your heart's a good one, I shall wring it 



Here rests his head upon the lap of earth, 
A lord to fortune and to fame well known ; 

But fair Aurora couldn't see his worth, 

And Melancholy marked him for her own* 
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Melancholy marked him, 
Melancholy marked him, 
Melancholy, melancholy, 
Melancholy, melancholy, 
But fair Aurora, &C 

Lady A. Well, I confess, I cannot hear that strain 

Unmoved, so I move off 

Lord F. Oh, yet remain 

Lady A. Then change the conversation, 

Of dolefuls I've the greatest detestation 

Lord F. Well, well, — ^I-will — I'll struggle to be gay. 

You know the Princess is of age to-day. 

And will come regularly out to-ni^ht, 

At the State Ball — ^'twill be a glorious sight 
Lady A. 'Twill make a great sensation, I've a notion, 

Her dancing is the poetry of motion ; 

And then hei singing, did you ever b^ 

A gill with such a voice, and such an ear ; 

And plays on any thing, and any tune; 

I've heard her practising on the bassooa 
Lord F. Bassoon ! I'd bet the heaviest of wagers 

She'd make her dumb bells ring triple-bob-majors 
Lady A. Where is she now ? ■,. 
Lord F. Still locked up in her tower, 

Until the clock has struck the fated hour. 
Lady A. The feted fiddlestick !— don't talk such folly, 

I wonder stUs not marked by melancholy. 

Mewed up, because of that absurd prediction 

About the spindle 1 I've a firm conviction 

The thing's impossible, From out the nation 

Spindles are banished by a proclamation ; 

Now, if there are none letl within the land, 

Pray how can she run one into her hand ? 
Lord F. Unanswerable question ! You're quite right, 

I vow it never struck me in that light 
Lady A. Well then, what say you to a bit of fun ? 

Suppose we let her out to have a run 

Just up and down the Palace. 
Lord F. Heaven and earth ! 

It's more than every place I hold is worth. 
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Lady A. Well, if your places you prefer to me 

Lord F. Eh I how ! what* s that ? 

Lu>Y A. Dear Chamberlain, the Icey. 

Lord F. Don't tempt me ! don't ! for if you do I'm 
dished. 

Lady A. How oft you've sworn to do whate'er I wished ; 
And when I condescend a wish to name, 
You hesitate. — O fie, my lord, for shame! 

Air — Lady Abigail — " Ariaxerxes." 

Monster, away, 
How dare you say. 

You a button care for me ! 
Hope no more, 
That love the door 

Of this heart shall ope for thee. 

No, since thus 
You make a fuss. 

All about a paltry key ; 
'Gainst your art, sir, 
My true heart, sir, 

Double locked shall ever be. 

Lord F. Stay, stay, I yield 1 I'm vanquished' here's the 
key, 

fiut grant one boon, love, in return to me. 
Lady A. Name it 
Lord F. I will — while joy my soul entrances — 

Your hand 

Lady A. Tis yours 

Lord F. Ah I 

Lady A. For the first two dances. 

{Exit Lady Abigaii.) 

Lord Factotum stands as if paralysed for a nwmmt, and 
then rushes out overwhelmed by kis feelings. 
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ScEKE Second. — Tlu Princess's apartment — It is richly 
fitmisked and adorned with vases full of beautiful fiowers, 
eages of rare birds, musieal instruments of every deseripHon, 
globes, map, books, &-c — TAe Princess is discovered 
piaying witA Aer parrot. 

Air — Princess — " JVix my Dolly." 

It is eighteen years since I was boni. 
And here fix)m my cradle I've lived forlorn, 

Well-aniay! 
My royal father, as I've heard say, 
With jc^ cut many a caper gay, 
Wth my dolly when I could play. 

When I was christened, full many a Fay 
Was asked to dine and to spend the day. 
As they say ; 
Each gave me some fairing fine — Oh why 
Didn't one of 'em give me wings to fly. 
Wouldn't we, Folly, have flown away. 

But I'm of age this mom of May, 
And every day will be holiday, 

As they say ; 
And I shall then be merry and free, 
As lively a girl as you'd wish to see. 
What tricks my Polly and I will play. 



PRIH. Yes, rm of age, and shall to-day be free, 

And introduced at Court I Good gracious me 1 
Shut up for eighteen seasons, who can doubt ? 
No prl was e'er so anxious to " come out ! " 
It's true I've had all sorts of pretty playthings. 
Birds, music, flowers, books, jewels, rare and gay 

tilings 1 
Save in the wish beyond these walls to stray, 
I've been indulged in every sort of way — 
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Denied no kind of harmless Tecreation, 
Or learning fitted to my birth and station — 
The lock upon the door at the first landing. 
The only Lock upon my undei^tanding. 
Hark 1 as I live ! a key turns in it now. 
Who's coming? Lady Abigail, I vow. 
Can she be come to fetch me ? Tis too soon, 
I'm not to be at liberty till noon. 

Enter Lady Abigaiu 

Lady A. Vour Royal Highness, I am come to pay 

My duty to you on this happy day ; 

And as a proof of my extreme devotion, 

To hint, that if your highness has a notion 

Of taking a small peep beyoD.d the bar, 

It won't appear in the Court Circular. 
PRIN. What riddle's this 7 
Lady A " Riddle my nddle my re," 

If 'tis a riddle, madam, here's the key ; 

Suppose, by accident now, I should drop it, 

And you should pick it up, and slyly pop it 

Into the door, when nobody is by ? 
pRiN. Oh dear, I couldn't think of it, not I. 
Lady A But you might do it, madam, without thinking. 
Prin. (aside) I feel my heart within my bosom sinking. 

Deceive my pa and ma I oh no, " I never !" 

I'd rather be " in statu quo " for ever. 

{aloud) 1 thank you for this dutiful address, 

But dare not profit by it, I confess. 
Lady A Permit me just to ask you, where's the harm ? 
Prin. Twould give my parents just cause for alarm. 
Lady A They're gone out huntmg and will never know. 

Besides you won't beyond the Palace go — 

Just see the preparations for the ball. 

The presence chamber and the banquet hall ; 

And, as by that time 'twill be twelve o'clock. 

You may hang up the key and shoot the lock. 
Prin. No, no, my pa I've promised o'er and o'er, 

I'd never try to pass that chamber door. 
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Ladv a. Not pass that door ? — but there's a time, you 
know, 
When a door's not a door. 
Frin. Go, tempter, go ! 

Duet — Princess and Lady Abigail — " Gaaa Ladra." 

Lady A. Nay, then. 111 press you no more, ma'am. 

Since you prefer to stay so. 

But change your mind you may, so 

111 leave ajar the door. 
Prin. {aside) Yon door ajar too — I must take 

One peep ! Oh, yes ! what fear I ? 

Come what — come may — I'm weary 

Of this dull second floor 

^- M,T I «»»■' '™« i TX' \ "»' <^y- 

Until the frolic's o'er ; 

And when it is " a-jar " they say. 

"A door is not a door." 

Lose not an instant. 

Of pleasure haste in quest, O ! 
Time, by the forelock, 

Catch him, and hold him presto. 

Lady A. Pray do not dally. 

Or stand shilly-shally ; 
Prin. Why do I dally, 

And stand shilly-shally? 

Lady A. Why don't you say addio, 

To this dull second floor ? 
Prin, Yes, yes, I'll say addio 

To this dull second floor. (Exeunt) 
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Scene Thikd. — Ij>bby and Zumier Jtcom at the very top of 
tht CastU — a smaff door in fiat. 

Tlte Fairy Baneful appears. 

Fairy B. Tis done I so Tar I triumph — she shall know 
Wh^ dire effects from disobe.dience flow ; 
In yonder nook hath dwelt an ancient crone 
For twenty years, as deaf as any stone, 
Who therefore never heard the proclamation 
For putting spindles down throughout the nation. 
And sits offending every hour, in fact, 
Against the " mustn't spin with spindles " act 
Come, my fair Princess, turn thy steps this way, 
And for thy first false step the forfeit pay. 

(Fairy Baneful waves fur wand and exit — musi^ 

Enter Princess: 

Prin. Bless me I I've surely come up the wrong staircase ! 
Well, I suppose at Court that's not a rare case. 
There are so many turnings round about, 
It must take half one's life to find 'em out 
I've mounted to the very top, I vow 1 
There can but be the roof above me now; 
So, here I am, alone in all my glory, 
Just in the middle of a fine old story — 
So old, indeed, that like the learned sages, 
I'm poring here over the dust of ages- 
Dear me, if s very gloomy and romantic, 
A place to drive some sort of writers firantic ; 
For fashion now, on jail allowance feeding, 
Proclaims the darkest crimes the lightest reading. 
Well, Chacun li son go^, let who will grovel 
In blood, give me a sentimental novel 

Song — Princess — " Long Ago " — American Melody, 

Introducing the Sweep's Cry. 

Newgate records and slang ditties 
S^m all the go — 
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Tis, I thiclc, a thousand pities 

It should be sa 
Let who will " on horrors," daily 

" Sup full," — I know 
I prefen'd Hayna* to Oitf-Bailey 

'Long time ago. 

Tyburn's not the place from whence, sirs, 

My song should flow ; 
Hanging's not " the sweet suspense," sirs, 

I wish to know. 
Rather to a Yankee ditty 

I'd jump Jim Crow, 
Or be a sweep in New York City, 

And cry just so. 

" Heigho," && 

Well, I must down again without delay ; 
Perhaps there is a nearer cut this way. 

ifhrmta open door and dticovers a small Gethie ehambrr, in 
which Ml Old Woiun is stated spinning with a spindle) 

A room I and some one in it, I declare I 
A pool old woman — what's she doing there ? 
She doesn't see me — wh^ can she be at ? 
Ill ask her — sure there is no harm in that ; 
Good day, good mother. 

{the Old Wohan rises and advances) 
Nay, don't rise, 1 pray. 
Old W. I b^ your pardon, miss, what do you say? 
Prin. I say don't stir. Sit down again, I beg. 
Old W. " My leg 7 " No, child, there's nothing ails my 
leg; 
Pm rather hard of heanng. 
Frin. So 'twould seem. 

Old W. " Scream i" No, young lady, no, you needn't 
scream, 
Fm not so deaf as that 

* Thot. Hajnes Bayly, the po«t and dnunatUl. 
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Prim. Then tell me 

OldW. Eh? 

A little louder. 

Prin. Please to tell me 

Old W. Stay- 

Come on this side — I heai best with this ear. 

Prin. Whafs this you hold? 

Old W. Yes, very old, my dear ; 

Come Michaelmas I shall be ninety-four. 

Prin. Oh, I shall play eU bawl with her no more, 
111 see if pantomime she'll understand. 

{maket signsy 

Old W. Oh ! you would know what this is in my hand ? 
Why if s a spindle. 

{Music — 7%e Princess exprasa by action her ignorance of 
its usi) 

Old W. Lawk 1 Excuse my grinning — 

Have you lived all these years, and not seen spinning ? 

Prin. How very odd ! — They ransacked every college 
To make me perfect — fiU my brain with knowledge, 
Yet ne'er till now of spindles have I heard ! 
I'm quite provoked, it must seem so absurd. 

Old W. Why it's a mortal shame, child, and a sin. 
That at your age you don't know how to spin. 

{Music — Princess txprases a wish to Uarn) 

Teach you — with all my heart ! But, dear, I wonder 

Where thou hast been brou^t up. Here, take this. 
{gives Princess the spindle — TTtundcr) 
Prin. (aiarmed) Thunder ! 

I'm a sad coward in a storm. 
Old W. Not so— 

That's not the way to hold a spindle. 
Prin. {in turning it toounds her hand) Oh ! 

{louder thunder) 

I've hurt my hand. 
Old W. Why, whafs the matter, eh ? 

Prin. I'm hurt ! Quick, call for help. 
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Old W. What's that you say ? 

{turns from her and tnters room) 
Prin. Alas ! what shall I do 7 My senses fail — 
Help 1 Lord Factotum ! Lady Abigail 1 

Concerted Piece — "Sueh a getting upstairs." 

Queen, {without) My daughter's voice 1 — ^without a doubt t 
King. Speak, rascals 1 speak, who let her out ? 
pRiN. My pa come back I Where shall I fly ? 
I have DO power — I faint — I die I 

{Enters room) 



Chorus — King, Queen, Lorb Factotum, Lady Abigail 
{entering. 

Such a getting upstairs, and a playing Old Harry, 

Such a getting upstairs I never did see. 
KiN& I'm out of breath, 
Lord F. And so am I ; 
Queen. I ne'er before was up so high, 
Ladv a. Look up that chimney. 
Lord F. Scour the leads. 
King. If she's not found, 

You lose your heads 1 

Chorus. Such a getting upstairs, and a playii^ Old 
Harry, &c 

Queen. What place is this ? 

{opening door, and discovering Princess and Old 
Woman) 
Lord F, The Lumber Room. 

KiNa Who's there ? 

One of the Troop ! * 
Lord F. She's aimed, I do declare. 

Queen. And with a spindle I 
King. Taken in the fact 

My Lord Factotum, say, how runs the act ? 

" The Lumber Troop. 
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Lord F. Hanged, drawn and quartered is the mildest 
sentence ; 

Without a moment left her for repentance. 
Queen. Our daughter here and wounded I 

{helping Frwcess forward 
King. For a guinea 1 

This is your work, you vile old spinning jenny I 
Frin. (JaitUly) Be meraful, dear sir, she's deaj^ and ne'er 

Could h^ the law you nain& 
Kma That's her affair. 

Old W. Whaf s that you say, sir? 
Lord F. Seiie her t 

E»ter Fairy Banepul — exit Old Woman. 

Fairy B. Not so fast 

King. That hag again ! 

Fairv B. What ! stand you all aghast ! 

Dont you remember — eighteen years ago, 

I told your Majesties it should be so ; 

And though in some degree foiled by a juggle, 

You still ate in my net and can but struggle ; 

Slumber is on your daughter stealing fast, 

And the same spell upon you all I cast 

King. My Lord factotum, is it so-o-o ! (yawmng) 

Lord F. My gracious li^e, indeed I don't know-ow. 
Queen. We're all a little sleepy — don't you think so ? 
PRIN. I shouldn't mind it if I didn't wink so. 
Lady A. I was up early. 
Page. I to bed went late. 

King. I couldn't slumber for the calls of State. 
Fairy B. Well, youll have time enough now all to doze ; 
Nor shall you wake till a prince pulls your nose. 

(j^Kikg) 

Music — Scene sinks and diseovers State Bat Chamber; Fairy 
Antidota and Attendant Sprites. 

Fairy R The Fairy Antidota — you're too late 

This time — the spell's complete ! 
Fairy A I bow to Fate, 
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Not you. {to her Sprites) Haste, Elfin Siwites, fulfil 

your duty, 
A pathless wood shall guard the Sleeping Beauty. 

Sylphs bear the Psincess to hertxuck — King, Queen, Lord 
Factotum, Lady Abigail, ^c, fall aslt^ in varioia 
atHfudes — Curtain descends to the Air 

" W^re all nodding." 

END OF PART 11, 



PART IIL 



Scene First. — Fbrest-' Colin Clomp, Larry CLog, and 
other Woodcutters at work. 

Round—" When the wind blows " — Bishop. 

Spite of our blows, 
TTiere the wood grows. 

And malces of our labours meny ; 
Vain are our chops, 
Not a tree drops, 

It's very hard work, boys — very — yes, very. 

Lar. Well, it ain't aisy then, and that's the truth, 

I've worked in this same wood, man, boy, and youth. 

For twenty years, and my ould dad before 

He worked in it as bad as fifty more. 

And dlvil a tree has &llen by axe or weather, 

I think these oaks are all a hoax together. 

Bat come, it's supper time, and so who cares, 

Let's cut our own sticks, as we can't cut theirs. 

Col. Aye, come, for my poor wife will be on thorns 

Until she sees me by her side with 

{hunting music in the distance) 

Lar. Horns 1 
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Coi. Aye — some chaps have been hunting all the day. 

(ExeufU Cluup ahi Woodcutters) 
Lar. And here comes one, as if he'd lost his way. 

Enter Prince Perfect, 

Prince. Pray can you tell me where I am, my lad? 

Lar. Yes, sir — You're there. 

Prince. Well — come, that's not so bad. 

Are you a woodcutter, my friend, or what ? 
Lar. I am, sir, a woodcutter, and I'm not 
Prince. How very mystical — Expound — explain. 
Lab. Why, sir, you see I hack these trees in vain 

Not one wiU fall. 
Prince. Ah ! — Then if truth you utter. 

You are but a " would-if-you4:ould.be " cutler. 
Lar. Faith, sir, you've hit it 
Prince. You must fare but badly, 

Or I'm afraid you fling the hatchet sadly. 

Lar. 'Deed, no, sir 

Prince. WhsU's the cause 7 for still I doubt it 
Lar. You're not the first, sir, that has axed about it 

Folks say the wood's enchanted — O'er the trees 

There are some turrets, as your honour sees. 

Wherein some say old Nick himsetfs a lodger ; 

Others that there's a horrible old codger. 

They call an Ogre — who has got a habit, 

Of catching a fat baby like a rabbit. 

And smothering it with onions 

Prince. Nasty dog ! 

And eats it ? 
Lar. As a Frenchman would a frog 1 

Prince. The filthy fellow ! S'death, you make me sick, 

I'd have him hanged for such a dirty trick. 
Lar. But you roust catch him first — and who's to do it? 

Prince. I'd storm his castle 

Lar. But you can't get to it ; 

The trees will only let him pass betweeiL 
Prince. I'd bum 'em down ! 
Lar. They won't bum — they're too green 
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Prince, /should be much too green did I believe you. 
Las. Upon my sowl, sir, then I don't deceive you, 

The wood's as stiff to hunters as to hacks. 
Prince. You swear it ? 
Lar. Yes, sir— -by St Mary Axe ! 

But my old dad was wont to say he'd heard 

A story in his youth still more absurd. 

How that a beautiful young Princess lay 

There fast asleep — and for an age must stay ; 

And that no mortal soul away could carry her 

Until a king's son came to wake and marry her ! 
Prince. A king's son said'st thou ? 
Lar, Aye, sir — a king's son. 

Prince. Hark ! in thine ear — a secret — /am one 

Lar. Who flings the hatchet now? 

Prince. Nay, you may smile. 

But I'm Prince Perfect, of the Emerald Isle. 
Lar. Och, murder I — Of the Emerald Isle too ! — what 

" My countryman — and yet I knew him noL" 

I cant believe it 
Prince. Don't — I'm not offended, 

But / believe that I am the intended 

Of this young sleeping fair one in the wood — 

If she is young and fair, be't understood — 

Because, if not, I am not of the number 

Who would, for worlds, disturb the lady's slumber. 
Lar. I tell the story as 'twas told to me — 

And if you are a prince 

Prince, (giving him truttuy) You soon will set 

Here's half-a-crown until I get a whole one. 
Lar. Faith, if you are a prince than you're a droll one. 
Prince, (advancing a step) Behold ! 

{the wood changes tg a deep bltu) 

The first step proves that I am right, 

The conscious trees change colour at my sight 
Lar. Welt, sure enough, they're looking mighty blue. 

All of a sudden 

Prince, (advandn^ How for passage through. 

Most venerable branches— by your leaves 

{ike forest opens gradually} 
Lar. As I'm a living sowl — the forest cleaves I 
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The brush-wood brushes off — the thickets thin ; 

And the trees bow him most politely in ! 

Faith, he's the Prince of Wood-cutters I 
Prince: Behold 1 

The castle gates, the moat, the drawbridge old. 

The ancient guards too, all as fast as churches ! 
Lar. Like the ould Charlies* roosting on their perches. 
Prince. I will make bold to enter without rapping, 

And catch the young and lovely owner napping. 

(^j«/ Prince into Castle) 
Lar. And if it wam't for this half.CTown— mayhap 

I could go in myself without a rap — 

Why not, at all events — Perhaps there may be 

A sleeping beauty of a maid for me 1 

If she's as dead as ever sleep can make her, 

Am't I an Irishman, and won't I wakt her ? 

I'd be a made man then — here goes I 

{as he advanca briars and thorms rise in his path) 
I say — 

That's mighty ungenteel, now, any way ! 

Come out of that, ye divils— Are you crazy ? 

Is that the way you poke your fun ? — Be aizy ! 
{the trees close upon Mm and beat him with their branches') 

Thunder and turf ! — Be quiet wid your tricks, 

How dare you hit a man such murdering licks^ 

With nothing in his hand but his own fist ? 

Wait till I get my axe. 
{the axe, as he strives to take hold &/ it, is whirled away, and 
in letters of fire upon the trees appear the words "Rash 
fool, desist I") 
{reading) " Rash fool, desist 1" 

" Rash fool 1'*— Well, by the lakes of sweet Killamey, 

One can't mistake you for the groves of Blarney / 

Oh, murder ! Fancy now, if after all 

His Royal H^hness in a trap shall fall I 

And 'stead of a young beauty, sweet and civil, 

Find a big yellow ogre sort of divil — 



« g^ven to the old watchmen. 
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That can't be caUed a beauty anyhow, 
And eats the heir apparent — there's a row 1 
111 run and tell his men what a disaster 
Is likely to be&U their noble master. 
If I can save him from that nasty beast, 
I shall be made a bairow knight at least 



Scene Second, — Ante-chamber in Palact; curtains (Used. 
Enter Prince. 

Prince, The potent spell throughout the palace reigns 
A magic slumber all the Court enchains. 
The porter in his arm-chair dozing sits 
The cooks are nodding o'er their loaded spits ; 
Yeomen in ranks in the guard chamber snore, 
The pages snooze upon the matted floor ; 
Ladies and lords in waiting, footmen, grooms, 
Lie strewed like rushes all about the rooms ; 
The dogs are curled up underneath the tables 
The horses are all fast within the atables. 
Their lady's lot the very fruit trees share, 
I gathered as I passed a sUtpy pear I 
But where can this enchanted oeauty be 
Who's laid in state a century for me ? 

Song — Prince Perfect.* 

O irfier^ my love, art thou in secret dozing ? 

Some friendly Fairy kindly whisper where 
A fine young man who really means propositi. 

Is " brave " enough sure to " deserve the fair," 



, o the levEval of this fieee Bt 

the St, James's, the pait of the Prince was played trj Miss Sleuior 
Bofton, and this soi^ wtitteo for her by me introduced. 
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For O, sweet maid, I cannot help confessing 
If fast asleep youll an exception make. 

Young ladies now — to own it is distressing — 
Aie/ast enough ; but too much wide awake. 

Where art thou, love ? A hundred years in slumber 

Is long enough for any maid to be. 
And you another hundred years migjit number 

Ere you again behold a prince like me. 
So much per annum wives now want to dress on, 

Marrying men get scarcer every day. 
" First catch your hare," was Mrs. Glass's lesson, 

" First catch an heir " is what mammas now say. 

1^ Curtains fiy back, and discover the Princess, Kihc^ 
Queen, Lord Factotum, Lady Abigail, &c., fast 
euUep as at the end of Part IL 

By Morpheus 1 there she is ! and what a creaturel 
Divine, I vow, in form as well as feature ; 
Like my great-grandmother she's dress'd, 'tis true, 
l&y Stem and Mortimers/ t what jewels too; 
But nought her beauty can outshine or hide, 
Worthy she is to be an Emperor's bride ! 
And who are these that wait in sleep upon her, 
Some sort of Chamberlains and Maids of Honour. 
Nay, now I look again, this queer old fellow, 
Who looks a sort of regal Punchinello, 
May be my future pain-law ; and f other 
Old-fashioned piece of goods, my lady mother? 
But truce to all conjectures — let me break 
The spell, and bid this sleeping Venus wake 1 
But how 7 By Cupid and all other loves, 
111 try a kiss, and win a pair of gloves. 

(kisses her; she wakes) 
Prin, Ah I was that you, my Prince, my lips who prest I 
Prince. ShewakesI she speaks! and we shall still be blest! 
You're not offended ? 
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Prin. Oh, dear, not at all 1 

Am't you the gentleman who was to call? 
Prince. I feel I am, and hope my bosom cheers — 

How have you slept, my love, these hundred years ? 
Prin. Charmingly, thank you, for I dreamed of you. 
Prince. And do I realise your diearo ? 
Prin. You do ! 

Prince. Sweet, candid, barley-sugar answer I Oh I 

How frankly m^dens spoke an age aga 

Say, then, youll wed me ; set my heart at ease. 
Prin. Oh, you must ask my father, if you please. 
Prince. Where is he ? 
Fbin. There ; an attitude he steinds in. 

You'd better wake them all, sir, now your hand's in. 
Prince. With all my heart, — but they so soundly doze. 
Prin, Just wring him, very gently, by the nose, 
Prince. With your permission — else 1 would not take 

So great a Uberty for worlds. Pray wake. 

{pidls King's nose— they all sneeze loudly) 
Queen, Bless me ! — was that an earthquake I 
Lady A. What a shock I 

King. My Lord Factotum ! 
Lord F. Sire 1 

King. What's o'clock ? 

Lord F. My liege ! I cannot tell, but as I guess, 

By certain feelings, which I can't express, 

It should be break^ttime, or there about 
King. We've overslept ourself! 
Lord F. Beyond a doubt 

King. Then see, my lord, it don't occuragain. 

Or you shall cease to be our Chamberlain. 
Ladv a. I feel I've slept too long — and yet but sadly. 
Lord F. I know I've had the night-mare very badly. 
King. Hey day ! — A stranger ! — In my daughter's room 1 

Worse ! — in her company ! Death be his doom I 

My Lord Factotum I 
Lord F. She ! 

King. Call out the Guard 1 

Lord F. They're ^t asleep, sir, in the castle yard I 
Kraa Then draw and run him through the body. 
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Prin. Stay 1 

Fapa — you wouldn't sure my husband slay I 
King, Queen, Lady A., Lord F. Her husband ! 
Kino, ^unds I 
Prin. 0, smooth your angry brows — 

This is my dear and long-predestined spouse I 

The heir apparent to a mighty lui% 

Who wants your license but to buy the ring; 
King. My Lord Factotum 1 
Lord F. Sire ! 

King. Pray is this true? 

Lord F. My liege ! I'm quite as ignorant as you. 
Queen. Then you know nothing ? 

I/)RD F. Nothing, ma'am, at aU. 

King. Go, wate the Guard, and bid 'em load with ball 

(exit Lord Factotdm) 

111 have the fellow shoL 
Prince. Nay, sir — Hear reason. 

KiNa I won't ; if s but another name for treason I 

An Heir Apparent ! — Pshaw 1 — You mean to say 

An Heir Prtsumplive. 
Prin. Father ! 

King. Hence, away ! 

.^(V— King — " Tot de rol loL" 

Thy father I away 1 I renounce the fond name ! 
Thou blot to my honour, thou blast to my fame ; 
Let Justice the traitor to punishment bring I 
If fiuther I'm cross'd, you shall all of you swing I 
Tol de rol, de rol lol, &c. 

That's not the tune, nor quite the words I — no 

matter, 
You understand me, and so no more chatter; 
Insulted Majesty can't stop for trifles I 
My Lord Factotum 1 — Forward with the rifles 1 

Re-otter Lord Factotum. 

Lord F. My liege, they do refuse to come. 

King. Refiise ! 

Lord F. TtuU is, they're all in the profoundest snooze ; 
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I beat one fellow very near to powder, 
But all in vain, he only snored the louder 1 

King. You should have beat the General — deuce take 'em ! 

Prince. It wouldn't do, sir, only I could wake 'em. 

Enter Iwuutv O'Log and Huntsmen. 

Lord F. Help, murder, treason I 

Lut. Hould your gab, you rogue, or — 

Oh, murder 1 — Here's the ould thief of an ogre I 

Down with him, boys ! we'll teach him to eat babies 

Smothered with onions I 
Prince. Hold I you stupid gabies t 

Lajl And it is there you are, sir I safe and sound 7 

Then thafs the Sleeping Beauty, 111 be bound, 

That's wide awake beside you — Only think I 

Ma'am ! if I'd eyes like youts I'd never wink 1 
King. Why this is rank rebellion !— Traitors ! Slaves I 
Lar. Manners, ye divil, don't call names 1 
King. He braves 

My wrath 1 
Lar. I do t — if me you try to eat. 

You'll find me mighty tough to masticate I 
Prince Be quiet, friend. This person, you must know. 

Was a great king a hundred years aga 
Kma A hundred years ago 1 
Prin. Yes, father dear j 

This is what I was wishing you to hear ; 

But you would put yourself in such a rage. 

Don't you remember, you have slept an age, 

And might have still been wrapped in deep repose, 

If the Prince hadn't kindly pulled your nose I 
KiNGy Now by our crown ! — a pretty explanation, 

Permit us to return the obUgation 1 
pRiN. Nay, pardon him ; for 'twas at my suggestion, 

And for your good. He fairly put the question, 

And the nose had it 
KiN& Do we dream — or dote ? 

Lord F. Upon my honour, sire — I didn't vota 

I paired off long before with Lady A. 
King, {to Princess) And we have slept a hundred yean^ 
you say ? 
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PaiN. You — I — my royal mother — ^All the Coar^ 
KiNa We do begin to credit this leport 

Concerted Piece. 
Air — " / remember." 

pRiN. You remember, you remember, how my childhood 
fleeted by, 
How one hour, from my tower, I ventured on the 

sly. 
How you came and found me out, sir, and gave 

yourself high airs, 
And made a precious rout, sir, up twenty pahs of 
stairs! 
Kino. We remember, we remember, now you tell us itwas 
so, 
But 'tis hard, lore, to remember things so very 
long ago. 
Prin. You remember, you remember, now I tell you, Sec 
We remember, we remember, &c 



LokdF, 
Iady A. 



King. One agonising question ! only one I — 

Say I what have my afflicted people done 

liiese hundred years ? 
Frincil They've done, my liege, without you. 

KiNa Impossible ! Again you make me doubt you. 
Prince. Think you, because Courts sleep, that nations do ? 

Your country's had a dozen kings since you. 
KiNa A dozen ! Who reigns now then, quickly tell? 

Prince, Your cousin, nineteen times removed 

King. Tis well ! 

We will remove him once again, {aside) Prince, take 

Our daughter's hand— we now are wide awake. 

My Lord Factotum, hasten and prepare 

Tlie nuptial feast 

Fairy Antidota adoring. 
Fairy A. Hold I that is my ailiur ! 
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All is accomplished, b^ your &ee consent, 

And I, to celebrate this glad event. 

Have ordered supper for the party. Nay, 

111 hear of no excuses, sir, toKlay ; 

I've aslced your fiiends and mine — the six kind fairies— 

They'll meet us in my Island of Contraries, 

To which I move this Court do now adjourn I 

{Scene dianges to the lUuMtnated Gardens of the Vuky Amti- 
dota's AUaa, the Six Fairies appearing— ProeanoH of 
Lords, I^adies, Guards^ Svlpus, ^c, preceding the Six 
Fairies) 

BALLET. 



Air — Princess — " Cruisheen Lawn." 

Our Easter dues to pay. 

We have done our best to-day; 
Then stand our friends, as ye've so often stood, 

And let our hands unite 

To chase away out Jright, 
And cheer our "Sleeping Beauty in the Wood," 

Wood 1 Wood ! 
And cheer our " Sleeping Beauty in the Wood." 



Chorus. 

Let your hands unite, &c. 

The Seven Fairiss ascend in their chairs — Antidota in the 
ttntre, surrounded by Svlpus and Fairies, bearing torches 
of various coloured fires, 6fc. — Tableau. 
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BEAST; 



A Grand Comic, Romantic, Operatic, Melo-dramaHc 
Fairy Extravagama, 
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BEAUTY AND THE BEAST. 



The popular stoiy of " La Belle et la B6te," by Madame 
le Friace de Beaumont, had unde^one the same process of 
alteration and adaptation for the stage, as well as the nuiseiy, 
as those of Perrault and Madame d'AuInoy. It had been 
long known in an operatic form as " Zamire and Mai" and 
cut down unmerdiullr to suit the capacity of childTen. Hr. 
Hartley therefore looked grave when I communicated to him 
that I had selected it for the groundwork of the Easter piece 
for 1841. The subject, he said, was "stale," and he feared 
the result would be " flat and unptofitabte." But I relied 
upon the effect of an entirely new treatment of i^ as the 
same objection might have been urged against a score of 
other fairy tales, and the recent success of " The Sleeping 
Beauty," an equally hackneyed subject, was an encourage- 
ment to me and an answer to him. 

It bad been the custom of my predecessors, in dramatising 
fairy tales of ahnost eveiy description, to lay the scene in 
Oriental regions, probably considering that mote splendour 
could be introduced in the mist en settu ; and as they were 
usually treated seriously, the general theatrical (pinion that 
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th&e was "no fiin under a turban " was not an aigument 
gainst it I had my own way, however, and was again 
faroured by Fortune. In addition to Harley, Bland, 
Madame Vestris, and Miss Rainforth, the cast was 
strengthened by the good-natored assumption of "the 
Beast" by Mr. Harrison, which I had hardly hoped for, 
and therefore read the piece to him privately, leaving it with 
him to decline or accept the part at his option. To my 
agreeable surprise he took to It most cordially, and die 
music being selected at his suggestion, he made quite a 
hit in it 

"Beauty and the Beast" was produced on Easter 
Monday, April i3, 1S41, and ran to the end of the 
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DRAMATIS PERSONS 



Beauty IiLuiaub Vbstbis 

The Beast, o/ui-Prikcb Azok... ., ... Mb, W, UAJtRisoN 

Sir Aldgatb PttMP (Knigfal, Alderman, and 
Merchant Adventuier, in Difficulties — 

Beauty's Father) Mr. J. BLAND 

John Quill (his Ex-Clerk and Resent humble 

Servant, a livery-man out of Uver/} Mr Harlxt 

Dress ALiHDA, ( ,„ ^, £.■ ,1 Miss Rainposth 

\ (Beaatys Sisters) \ ,, „ 

Marrvoolda, ( ' ) Miss Grant 

Quern of the Rosxs Miss Lee 



Zephyrs (in u«iiA'fl!f)— Mesdames Payne, Ryals, Miller, Kendall, A. 
Kendall, Taylor, Fitzjames, Gardiner, Piatt, Hatton, TraTets, 

Driver of Fairy Omttihut — Miss Kendall. CW^Master ManhalL 

Naliie) and Ladies of the Court ef Prince ^kv— Messrs. Collett, Green, 
S. Smith, Gledbili, Builer, KerridEe, Connell, Davis, Healey, 
Hodges. Mesdames Rushton, Edgar, Scott, Marsano, Bishop, 
Granby, Franklin, Osborne. 



Period of the Action—" Whichever you please, my pretty little dears." 

The Costumes, from no Authority whatever. 

The Scenery by Mr. Grieve, Mr. T, Grieve, and Mr. W. Grieve, The 
Decorations and Appointments by Mr. W. Bradwell. The Dresses 
by Mesdames Glover and Rayner. The Machineiy by Mr. 
H,Sloiiiaii, 

Tfte Overture and Mnsic composed and arranged by Mr, J. H. Tnlly. 

The Action and Dances by Mr. Oscai Bynte, 
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THE SCENERY (Paintbd on the Spot) as follows r 



T^E SOUSE OF HOSES, 
Opened by the Qneen tn Person. 

PARLOUR IN " PUMP'S FOLLY," BRECTON- 

A FOREST. (Snow Scene.) 

Enchanted Gardens of the Palace of the Beast. 

"PUMP'S FOLLY." (Asbefore.) 

SALOON IN THE BEASTS PALACE. 

Beadtv's Dkbam. 

Ztphyri, Mr. Albert ud Maslet Mwihall. 

Espriti dt Sesi, Histta Ballin, Manhall, and Fairbiothet. 

ACT SECOND. 

Beautys Boudoir in the Palace of the Beast. 

"Velnti in Speculum." 

"PUMP'S FOLLY." (Asbefore.) 

Witb Beauty's Second Drewn. 

Grotto in the Gardens of the Palace. 
tbrqne room in the palace op prince azor. 

The Last 
GATHERING OF THE ROSEa 
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Scene First. — A Bewer of Roses, not by Sendemter's 
stream. 

Zephyrs dtseovered skiing. 

Eater a Zephyr tg ike " Gavotte de Vairts." 

Zeph. How's this ? what still asleep, mj rosy posies ? 
Come ope your eyes and blow your tittle noses. 
Not a leaf stirring yet — why gracious powers, 
Are you aware the time of day, my flowers ? 
Have you forgotten that your Queen proposes 
This day to ope the Parliament of roses I 

Chona — Zephyrs — " Der Freischutt?^ — " Sridesmaidf 
Ckerus," 

Sweet Zephyr, don't make such a breeze, 

We're rather late this morning, 
But dont be angry, if you please. 

We shan't be long adormng ; 
Sleep, you know, will sometimes thus enthral us, 
You should earlier call us. 

itfunV— The Queen of the Roses appears. 

Zefh. Behold your sovereign I Silence, all and each, 
To hear her Majesty's most flow'iy speech. 

Queen. My Buds and Blossoms, I rejoice to say. 
That I continae to receive each day 
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Assurances from all the foreign flowers 

Of their good will towards these happy bowers. 

I have concluded, on the best foundations, 

A treaty with the King of the Carnations, 

And trust ere long to lay the leaves before you. 

I'm sorry now to be obliged to bore you 

On an old subject, but, for your digestion 

At Easter, we must have an Easter question — 

And on my faithful Roses I depend 

To bring the matter to a happy end. 

The facts are these — a youth of royal race. 

Of noble mind and matchless shape and face, 

Has been transformed by a malicious faiiy 

Into an ugly monster, huge and haiiy 

And must remain a downright beast outside, 

"Till some fair maid consents to be his bride. 

My Buds and Blossoms, you will talce that measure, 

Of course, which best may work youj sovereign's 

pleasure — 
Which is, that through a Rose's mediation 
The Prince may be restored to form and station. 
Ere nightfall, I expect you'll break the spell, 
And so, my Buds and Blossoms, fare ye w^ 

Chorvs — " CoalBUuk Rose." 

Queen of Roses, we'll take care 

To lay before this honourable house the affair ; 

If we can get two acts pass'd, without its being nettled. 

The beast will be re-formed, and the Easter question 

settled I 
No rose here that blows, 
Will vote against a measure, ma'am, that you propose. 

( TabUau and the scene doses) 
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Scene Second, — InUriorof " Pumfs FeUy." 
Enter Marrygolda tatd Dressaunda. 

Mar. Oh, sister ! sister ! times hare altered sadly, 
To think we should live poorly 

Dres. And dress badly I 

Mar. We who have banqueted in fair Guildhall, 

Dres. We who have opened Easter Monday's ball 

Mar. The daughters of Sir Aldgate Pump, Lord Mayor 
Of London once 

DRE& And now, though past the chair, 

A knight and alderman, who might again 
Wear o'er the velvet gown the golden chain, 
Had not maliciDUS Fortune, at one blow. 
Ruined the famous firm of Pump and Qo. 

Mar. Out on the jade ! could she none else have fix'd on 
To banish from Threadneedle Street to Brixton ? 
Sad change from merriment to melancholy, 
From lordly Mansion House to poor "Pump's Folly." 

Dres. It makes me mad to hear our sister Beauty 
Say we should be content, and prate of duty, 
And resignation, and that sort of stuff — 
She thinks a grogram gown is fine enough. 

Mar. And so it is for her to scrub the floor in, 
To cook the dinner, or to ope the door in. 
That" s all she's fit for — with her wax doll's face. 
What matters what she thinks in any case 1 
We are her elders, and her betters too, 
And need more ornament than she can do. 

Drbs; Here comes papa — and in a mighty huny I 

MnUr Sir Aldgatb Pump hastily, in gnat t^tatton, with an 
epen letter in his hand. 

Sir a. Oh, Gog and Magog 1 

Mar. Bless me, what a flurry 

You seem in, sir I Is anything amiss ? 

Or have you heard good news ? 
Sir a. Girls, come and kiss 
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YouT happy father. Pumps are up ! Behold 
This precious letter. List, whilst I unfold 
The glorious tidings. Fortune, in her sport. 
Has brought the good ship " Polly " into port 

Dres. The bark you thought was lost on some vile rock— 

Sir a. Is safe in Plymouth Sound. 

Mar. You're sure, sir. 

Sir a. Cock I 

Dres. Why she was thought the richest of your fleet 

Sir a. Her cargo's worth would buy all Lombard Street 

Mar. Then we again in gilded coach shall ride. 

Dres. And wear the richest clothes in all Cheapside. 

Sir a. Again a roaring trade on 'Change I'll drive ! 
But I must hence with speed, so look alive — 
Where is my youngest hope, my Beauty fair ? 

Mar. I'm sure, pa, I don't luiow. 

Dres. And I don't care ! 

Beau, {sings viithoui) " Gondolier, row, row," 

Sir A. Hark that's her voice ? as any bell 'tis clear. 

Mar. I'm sick of that eternal " Gondolier." 

Enter Beauty, singing. 

Air — Beauty — " Gondolier Row " — Zover. 

Gondolier, row, row, 
Gondolier, row, row ; 

Tis a pretty air, 

I do declare. 
But it haunts a body so, 
Gondolier, row, row. 
Gondolier, row, row ; 

At work or play. 

By night or day, 
I sii^ it where'er I go. 

Beau. Good morning sir. 

Sir a. Rejoice, my child, for know. 

The " Polly's " safe in port 
Beau. You don't say so ? 

Sir a. Read I you can read ? 
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Beau. Both print and written hand. 

Sir a. Accomplished creature ! And can understand 

What you do read? 
Beau. Affinn that quite I wouldn't, 

Because, at times, e'en those who write it couldn't. 
Sir a. Where's ray ex-cterk and faithful drudge, John 
Quill? 

Enter loins QuiLL. 

JoHN. Here, master. I am your remainder stilL 

Sir a. Run to the " Goat in Boots." 

John. Yes, master — Dot 

And carry one (ff^) 

Sir A. Stop ! you've not heard for what 

Order a chaise and four — and mind, John, you 

Must travel with me 

John. Dot and carry two. 

Sis A. Sot your arithmetic, and stir your stumps— 

This is a glorious day, girl, for the Pumps I 
Beau. Where go you, father ? 
Sir A. To the ship, my dear. 

To land her cargo, and the Customs clear. 
Dres. You'll bring some present home, I hope, for me. 
Sir a. With all my heart, my love — what shall it be ? 
Dres. Oh, any trifle that falls in your way — 

A hundred guinea shawl suppose we say. 
Sir a. a hundred — humph — but then your sisters too. 
Mar. Oh, sir, I wouldn't think of asking you 

To buy a shawl for me — that were too rash 

111 take a hundred guineas, sir, in cash. 
Sir a. Considerate child ! But first, love, I must net 'em ; 

In the meanwhile, I'll wish that you may get 'em. 

But what says Beauty? Is my pet so happy 

That she's no boon to ask of her own pappy? 

You've heard the choice of your two sisters here, 

One's for mere cash, the other for Cashmere. 

What says my duck ? 
Beau, (aside) If nothing, I suppose 

They'll call me proud, (aloud) Well, bring me, sir, 
arose. 
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Sir a. a rose 1 

Beau. Yes — in our little garden here 

There is not one at this time of the year. 

And I'm so fond of roses. 

S'^! Well, if eve,! 

Sir A, Only a flower! Nonsense, child; endeavour 

To think of somethii^ else. 
Beau. No, sir ; 'twill be 

Enough to prove that you have thought of me 

When far away. 

Mar. \ {^"'"^"^y) Sweet sentimental soul ! 
Sir a. Ill bring one though I search from pole to pole 
To find it 

JRe-mttr John QtnLL. 

John. Sir, they've brought over the shay. 

Sir a. Brought over ] brought it to the door you'd say. 

John. Yes, sir. 

Sir a. Are all my things well packed behind ? 

John. Fve added up, sir, all that I can find, 

And here is the grand total {sheudrtg a imail parol) 

Sir a. A smaU stock, it 

Won't take much room up — put it in your pocket 
And now, farewell, my darlings I Behave pretty, 
111 come back and astonish aU the city 1 

QtnNTETTB — "The Fox jumped ffver" ^"Guy MaKnering," 
Bishop. 

John. I've just looked over the garden gate, 

And sorry am to observe it snows ! 
Sir a. 0-ho ! does it so, John ? Ill wrap up my pate ; 

One last embrace, and away we goes. 
BsAtr. Wrap, father, wrap this round your chest ; 

The day's caught cold, I do protest 

For, ah I you hear, — it blows, it snows. 
Sir a. One I^ embrace, and away we goes. 

Pbes. Beaux will swarm 

John. Multiplication 
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Mar. Cash be plenty 

John. Sweet addition 

SiK A. Nov, without more conversation. 

Here at once we part 

John. Division. 

Exeuni Sir Alogate, John Quill, Dressalinda, and 
Marrygolda. 
Bkad. More snow I He'll have sharp weather, there's no 
doubt; 
But pa was always fond of " cold withouL" 

SOMG — Air — " Siaannah dotilyou erf * — Nigger Melody. 

I had a dream the other night, 

When everything was stil^ 
I dreamt I saw my father, 

Half seas over with John QuilL 

The cold within was nearly out, 

A drop was in his eye ; 
He says to bolt I am about, 

So, Beauty, don't you cry. 
Oh, my Beauty, don't you cry for me, 
I'm going to California to dig gold upon my knee. 

And when I to the diggings get, 

III dig up all the ground. 
Until I find a lump of gold. 

That weighs ten thousand pound. 
Then in the good ship Polly 

Home 111 bring it presently, 
Then we'll all again be jolly. 

So, Beauty, don't you cry for me. 
Oh, ray Beauty, &c. {Exit Beauty) 

* At origuialty written, Beaulv sang here a paiodf oa " Happy 
Lkod," the fiist ioui lines of which contained a happy allusion to the 
TCIHCMDUtive of Sir AJdgate, James Bland. They ran thus :— 
Father bland, Father bland I 

Blander none could ever be. 
Come wain, come again, 
And bring a rose to me. 
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Scene Third. — A Forest— Snow storm — Crash ti-ifhout. 

Sir a. (w:V/2(7»/) Holloa 1 confusion ! help ! holloa 1 
John Quill ! 

John Quill enters with Sir Aldgate. 

John. Here, master ! 

Sir a. Mercy on us, what a spill ! 

The leaders shied at that confounded drover. 
John. Fours in a ditch, go once, sir, and two over. 
Sib a. " Go once," indeed — a very pretty go — 

And fancy too, a heavy fall in snow ! 

As the Scotch gentleman sa}'s in the play, 

" What wood is this before us?" 
John. I can't say. 

Sir a. It isn't Birnam, that's as clear as light 
John, Why, no, it's more like Freez'em, to my sight 
Sir a. John, we are in a pretty situation I 
John. I'm out completely in my calculation. 
Sir a. Fate seems determined, John, to use me queerly, 

The chaise is broken all to shivers nearly. 
John. I shouldn't mind the shivering of the shay, 

If we could keep from shivering here all day. 
Sir a. Is there no friendly power to shield or spare 

A knight and alderman who's been Lord Mayor. 

Protecting Genius, to my rescue fly. 
John. Law ! you've no more a genius, sir, than I. 
Sir a. The deuce I haven't 1 See, my prayer is heard 

By some kind spirit— never mind the word. 

Scene gradually changes, the sno^n melting from the trees, 
and the forest opening and shewing a beautiful garden with 
a magnificent castle in the background. 

The sky is clearing, it has lefl off snowing — 
The wood is " all a growing, all a blowing ;" 
And yonder' I behold a castle fair. 
Such as I'\-e. built too often in the air, 
John. Oh, Bonnycastle ! Sir, I ask your pardon, 
Your genius haS cast up a lovely garden, 
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With beds of roses, and with bowers of myrtle, 

Where the fond turtle 

Sir a. Oh, don't mention turtle 1 

I'm famished, and would give I know not what. 

For a good quart from Birch's, smoking hot 

(u taile rises, with a basin of soup on it) 

Amazement ! at my wish a basin see I 
John. Oh, master, wish again a pint for me 1 

(a smaller basin appears on the table) 
Sir a. Tis there I 
John. Now was't because I wished, or you ? 

Perhaps I've got a little genius, too ; 

111 try — a nice French roll, sir, if you please ; 

(o basket with bread rises) 

Now that I call getting one's bread with ease, 

And that's what geniuses don't often do. 
Sir a. This is the best bred one I ever knew. 

Delicious soup 1 
John, I say, good master mine, 

Suppose we both wish for a little wine. 
Sir a. With all my heart 

John. What shall it be ? Champagne ? 

Sir a. Stop ! punch with turtle — punch hla Romain& 

(the punch rises, they drink) 

Perfect ! 
John. I should say quite. Some more to eat ? 
Sir a. a slice of venison now, would be a treat 

(t!ie soup is replaced by a stiver dish, with a lamp 
under it, and filled with hashed venison) 

Abetter hash ne'er smoked upon a table. 
John. If this were told they'd count it a mere fable. 
Sir a. Now if you'd fancy some superior sherry ? 
John, Bless you, I da 

{a decanter replaces the punch ; Sir Aldgate drinks) 
Js it superior ? 
Sir a. {setting down his glass) Very ! {rises) 

John, I feel all the better for my lunch. 
John. My head is none the better for that punch. 
Sir a. Come, let us try if we can find our way. 
John. lye think, sir, there is anjihingtopay? 
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Sir a. I dont knov, but I won't wish for the bill 
John. No, don't ; the gentleman might take it ill. 

Which is the way out ? I can't tell, can you ? 

My eyes are multiplying all by two. 
&R A. I say, John, Beauty asked me for a lose ; 

I'll take her one of these. 
ToHH. Yes, do. 

Sir tk. Here goes. 

Duet — SirAldgate and Johh — "I knowabank" — Bishop. 

I see a bank whereon a fine one blows ; 
It can't be wrong to pluck it, I suppose ; 
When 'tis by Beauty seen, if we get home to-night, 
So fond of flowers, she'll dance, sir, with delight 
(Sir AuiGATE gaf/uri a rose; thunder, lightning, &•(.) 

Enter the Beast with an enormous dt^. 

Air and Chokus — " Garde d vtms" — "Z« Fiande," Auber. 

Beast. Tremble you! tremble you ! 
Who dare to pluck my roses, 
I'll tear ye limb from limb, and with your bones the 

churchyard strew. 
Tremble you 1 tremble you ! tremble you 1 
On turtle soup and punch, rogues, 
You've made a hearty lunch, rogues. 
Now I will Itmch on you, lunch on you, lunch on you. 

Chorus, {behind the scenes) On turtle soup, &c. 

Beast. Is this your gratitude for lunching gratis ? 
Trespass on my preserves ! Oke jam satis/ 
But I will have your bones ground into dust, 
And make a pie of you with your own crust. 

Sir a. Mercy, great king of clubs 1 one moment pause. 

Beast. Well, take a rule, then, rascals, to shew cause. 
Why I should not beat with this oaken plant, 
The brains of both out 

John. Brains from one you can't. 
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Sir a. Pity the sorrows of a pooi old Pump, . 

Whose trembling knees against each other thump, 

And listen, with a kind attentive ear, 

While he explains what now seems rather queer. 

Air — Sir Aldgate — " Under the Rote" — "lave in a 
Village." 

GrejU sir, don't fly out, for a trifle like this. 

What harm have I done, sir 7 one rose you can't miss. 

Don't make, if you please, sir, so fierce a grimace, 

You'd have done the same thing, had you been in my place. 

I'm a &mily man, sir ; fair daughters I've three. 

There's one they call Beauty, because she's like me ; 

Her pleading resistless what heart could oppose, — 

" Papa," said the pretty girl, " bring me a rose." 

Beast. I don't believe a word of this affair. 

Sir a. As I'm an alderman, and have been Mayor, 

You may depend on the account I give. 
John. As I'm a liveryman, who hopes to live, 

If you examine his accoimt, you'll And it 

Correct 
Beast. Your promise, then, and oath to bind i^ 

That you will bring that daughter here to die 

Instead of you 

Sir A. To die! Oh, my! 

JoHM. Oh, cry I 

Beast. Come, make your mind up quickly, you or she ? 

Decide 1 If s immaterial quite to me. 

Sir a My lord ! 

Beast, I'm not a lord, sir ; I'm a beast 

Sir a You wouldn't have us call you one, at least ? 
Beast. I would — I like the truth^I'm a plain creature. 
John, The plainest that I ever saw, in feature. 
Beast. Is it a bargain ? Speak, I wait to strike it 
Sir a I'll go and ask my daughter if she'd like it 
Beast. Of course, man, that's exactly what I meant ; 

I wouldn't eat her without her consent 
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Sir a. If y^object, then, sir, you won't eat me ? 
Beast. Oh ! thafs another matter quite, you see t 

Come, swear you will return in either case. 
Sir a. I do ! 
Beast. By what ? 

Sir a. The city sword and mace I 

Beast. Tts well ; away ! 1 shall expect you back 

In half-an-hour 

Sir a. In half-an-hour t Good lack 1 

How far are we from home? 
Beast. Four leagues and more, 

But here's an omnibus goes past your door. 

And only stops to take up and set down. 
A car on which is wn't/m " Time flies. No stoppages^ with 
a Zephyr for a driver, and another for a Cad, appears at 
the back of the stagt. 
Cad. Now, sir. Bank ? city ! Bank ! going up to town ? 
Sir a. (getting in, followed by John) Pump's tolly. 



Beast. With the speed of light ! {to Cad) 

In half an hour? {to Sir Aldgate) 
Sir a. Certainly ! 

Cad. All right t 

{theyjly off— Exit Beast) 



Scene Fourth. — Interior of Cottage (as before). 

Enter Dressalinda, Marrygolta, and Beauty. 

^/V_Marrygolda — " 'Tis really very strange." 



Tis really very strange. 
But people say, on 'Change, 
That some ill-natured folks 
Have dared papa to hoax, 
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And that in Plymouth Sound 
No " Polly's " to be found. 
Tis really very strange, 
But that's the news on 'Change. 
They also say, on 'Change, 
What's even still more strange, 
• That Beauty's above par ; 

And we at discount are I 
Now if this should be true, 
Oh dear, what shall we do ? 
Tis really very strange, 
But that's the news on 'Change. 

Dres. Hark ! there's the gate bell ! why, who can it be ? 
Mar. Beauty ! how now ? why don't you run and see ? 
Beau. I'm going, sister. (Exit) 

Dues. Going ! — stir, then, stir ! 

She really wants a maid to wait on her. 
Mar. AVhat has she done to-day ? 
Dres. Her work — no mote. 

Mar. The lazy hussy ! 

Re-enter Beauty. 

Dres. Well, who's at the door ? 

BEAt;. My father ! in his habit as he started. 
Mar. Can it be possible ? 
Dres. The dear departed I 

Enter Sir Aldgate and John Quill. 

Mar. Returned so soon 1 

John, Returned, like a bad penny. 

Dres. You've got my shawl ? 

Sir a. No, for I've not seen any. 

Mar. The money, sir, for me, at least, you've brought 

Sir a. I've seen no money 

John. Dot and carry nought 

Dres, No shawl ! 

Mar. No money ! what a horrid bore. 

Sir a. I've brought a rose for Beauty — nothing more. 
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Beav. Oh, thanks ! I hope it has not cost you dear? 

Sir a. Only my life, my lore. 

Beau. What's this I hear? 

Sir a. " Forlorn, deserted, melancholy, slow," 
{For we'd been overturned, love, in the snow) 
We wandered, like two large babes in the wood, 
Except that no cock robins brought us foodj 
When, lo, a splendid mansion rose to sight, 
Which, talk of Robins, George alone could write • 
A true description of — Meand'ring streams, 
Perennial bowers that mocked the poets' dreams ; 
Surpassing all that ere that great magician 
"Submitted" yet "to public competition!" 
Nor was the eye alone allowed to feed, 
Turtle and punch were furnished us with speed. 
Nothing to pay — Turtle without a bill. 
And Punch that made a Judy of John Quill, 
John, teU the rest, for out I cannot bring it 

JoHK. I haven't heart to say it, sir. 

Bbau. Then sing it 

John. Ill try — perhaps the air may do you good. 

Bead. I shouldn't wonder really if it would. 

Air~Jotai Quill — "I have plucked the fairest flower" 

He thought of Beauty's flower. 

And he popp'd into a bower. 

And he pluck'd the fairest rose 

That he found beneath his nose ; 

But scarce had he done so. 

When a monster, black as crow, 

Uke an arrow from a bow. 

Flew out and cried, " Holloa ! 

Here's a very pretty go, a very pretty go, 

You rascals, Oh ! 

You have spoDed my flower-show, 

And to pot you both shall go 

In a squab pie, oh !" 



* George Robins, of Covent Gaiden, auctioned, was notorio 
for hii gnuidiloquent desciiptiom of tlie pioperty he was entrusted 
kU, oi, as be phraied it, "submit to public competition." 
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Then we fell upon out knees, 
And we said, " Sir, if you please, 
We did fu>t mean to offend, 
Twas to please a lady friend." 
On which he answered " Oh 1 
If indeed the truth be so, 
YouTl be good enough to go. 
And just let that lady know 
She must pay for Pump and Ca, 
Pay for Pump and Ca" 
Twas a horrid blow. 
And it made us very low, 
And we've come to let you know. 
With a sad heigho t 

Beau. The horrid brute 1 

Mar. How could you be so silly ? 

Dres. What was he like ? 

John. The Black Bear, Piccadilly.* 

Sir A. (/o Beauty) To cut my story short, or you, or I 

Must for the brute be made into squab pie. 
Beau. Oh horror ! make a squab pie of my father ! 

I'd rather — oh, I don't know what I'd rather. 
Mar, I hope, Miss Beauty, you are satisfied. 
Dres. Your rose has proved a nice thorn in your side. 
Mar. Our father's death will lie, miss, at your door. 
Brau. Never 1 111 die a hundred deaths before. 
Sir a. My noble child ! 

John. The very Queen of Trumps 1 

Sir a. Oh &te ! come to the succour of the Pumps 1 

Let not the flower of our ancient race 

Be made into a pie before my face. 
JOHM, " Time flies !" — you told the omnibus to call 

As it went back. 
Drbs. This time do get my shawL 

Mar. And if you can but bring me fifty pounds, 

Or only five-and-twenty, sir 

Sir a. Odd zounds I 



* Now palled down. It stood neu die Albauy, 
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Is this a time about such trash to tease, 
When your poor sister 

Enter Ckd. 

C/tD. Now, sir, if you please. 

B£AU. Farewell) dear sisters, I forgive you both. 

Go, father. 
Sir a. And fare worse — oh, cruel oath ! 
John, Dont cast up hope, dear master, fate may save 
her 

And strike a balance yet, sir, in our favour. 

QuiNTEiTE — " Jtfild as the Moonbeams " — " Ariaxerxes." 

To death, per omnibus, poor Beauty goes, 

And all because her pa just plucked a rose. 

Mild as the moon, when a cream-cheese she resembles, 

And sweet as sugar-plums, Birch's best 



Scene Fifth. — Saloon in the Palace of the'&sjiST — Aianquef 
set out. 

Enter Beast. 

Beast. Gallop apace, ye (leiy-footed steeds. 
Oh, if this little scheme of mine succeeds. 
The smile of Beauty will the spell destroy. 
And I shall jump out of my skin with joy 1 

Air — " My love is like a red, red rose." 

I sent my love a red, red rose. 
And hoped she would come soon. 

She can't be long now, I suppose, 
For, by my watch, 'tis noon. 
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Oh, haste and try, ray bonny lass, 

In love with me to fall, 
And you may find 'twill come to pass, 

I'm not a beast at all, my dear, 
I'm not a beast aH alL 

I know I look a fright, my dear, 

But yet my hopes are high j 
There's many a girl has loved, my dear, 

A greater brute than I. 
Say but you'll wed me, sweet Miss Pump, 

And to my own fair isle. 
Out of my skin, for joy I'll jump, 

At least ten thousand mile, my dear, 
At least ten thousand mile. 

She comes 1 be still, my heart — ^yes, she is there, 

And something like a beauty, I declare. 

Let me retire, nor shock, at first, her sight ; 

But minister, unseen, to her delight {retins) 

Enter Sir Aldgate, Beautv, and ]ohh Quili, 

Sir a. Well, here we are. 

Beau. It is a lovely place 

To Kve in. 
John. Yes, but that's another case — 

You've come to die. 
Beau. That makes it rather duller. 

Sir a a horse, my dear, of quite another colour. 
John. There's dinner ready ; take a mouthful, will you ? 
Sir a They'd fatten you, it seems, before they kill you. 
Beau. The thought quite takes my ^petite away. 
John. Master, you'll pick a morsel ? do, sir, pray. 
Sir a. I couldn't touch a bit, 'twould make me ill ; 

There isn't any turtle, is there, Quitl ? 
John. Plenty, both calipash and calipee. 
Sir a Indeed I Well, if I must, I must 
B£AU. Ah me I 

I'm getting nervous, (noise witliin) Ugh .' what's that ? 
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JOHH. The Beast— 

The — the — that is— the founder of the feast 

Enter Beast. 

Beast. Madam, you're welcome ; won't you take a seat ? 

Beau. I come, sii, to be eaten, not to eat. 

Beast. And come you, madam, of your own accord 7 

Answer me truly. 
Beau. Yes, indeed, my lord. 

Beast. Don't call me lord, I beg. I told your father 

My title is "The Beast" 

BzAU. Well, if you'd rather 

Beast. But now to business. I'm o'eijoyed to know 

You came here willingly. Pump, you may go 1 

Concerted Piece — " Begone, dull Care." 

Hzk^c Begone, old Pump, 

I prithee begone from me ; 
Begone, old Pump, 

Thy face let me no more see j 
Thy daughter who is tarrying here, 

Instead of fliee I'll kill ; 
So begone, old Pump, 

And take with thee young John QuilL 

Sir a. When Lord Mayor, 

Had anyone dared to say 
Half that, there 

Would have been the deuce to pay ; 
But, alas, they snap their fingers now 

At Sir Aldgate Pump and say, 
Ex-Lord Mayor, 

Like a dog, you've had your day. 

(Exeunt Sir Aldgate and John Quill) 

Bbast, Now, madam, we're alone, dismiss your fear, 
I trust to make you very happy herej 
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Although I feel that I could eat >-ou up, 

I'd rather with you breakfast, dine, and sup. 

If you'll permit me, but I won't intrude ; 

You'U find, I hope, my outside only rude ; 

I beg you'll make yourself at home completely. 
Beau. I never thought a beast could speak so sweetly 1 
Beast. You find me very hideous, I'm afraid. 

Beau. Why, I ■ 

Beast. Oh, speak out, call a spade a spade I 

I like to hear the troth, whate'er it be, 
Beau. Indeed I Oh there, then, we shall both agree ! 
BsA'iT. Did you e'er see aught like me ? 
Beau. Yes, the what-d'ye-call 

They once had at the Surrey Zoological 
Beast. The what-d'ye-call 1 and was that like me ? 
Beau. Very. 

A great baboon — they called him " Happy Jerry !" 
Beast. Were \your "Jerry," I should "happy" be. 

Oh I could I fancy you could fency me. 
Beau. J^y Jerry I nay, in that light, truth to speak, 

There's more of " Bruin " in your looks than " Sneak." 
Beast. This candour's quite enchanting! Matchless &ir, 

"Your eyes are loadstars, and youi tongue's sweet 
air, 

More tuneable than lark to shepherd's ear ;" 

Allow me to take wine with you. 
Beau. Oh dear 1 

Air — Bbast — " Drink to me cnly." 

Drink to me only with your eyes. 

If you object to wine ; 

But if you'll taste this claret cup, 

I think you'll own 'tis fine. 
But drink to me only with your eyes. 

If you object to wine. 

Beast, 'tis late, and you need rest — I will retire ; 

Pray call for anything you may desire! 

Behold your room. 
{over the door of a room appear ^ in Utters of gold, the words, 
" Seautys Apartmenf) 
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You'll find a wardrobe there, 
With every sort of dress you'd like to wear. 
Costumes from every land. North, South, West, £asL 

Beau. Deli^tful! 

Beast. Good-night, Beauty 1 

Beau. Good-night, Beast t 

(^wy Beast) 
Well, I declare ! a very civil brute I 
If manners make the man, beyond dispute 
He must be one, though he don't look the part. 
He seems a perfect gentleman at heart, 
/Uid one that, craelly, no girl would e'er cut, 
If he'd just shave his beard, and have his hair cut ; 
Come, downy sleep, a balm from thee I'll borrow. 
And look at all these fine affairs to-morrow. 

Tizkxmfiings herself on the coueh and falls asleep ; the Hall 
is immediately filled with Spirits of the Rose amd 
Zephyrs, the Queen or the Roses in the midst. 

QiTBEN. Beauty, youlve been a good ^1, and I'll see 
That you're rewarded as you ought to be ; 
Dance round her couch, ye flowers and spirits bright^ 
And give her pleasant dreams and slumbers light 

{Dante— TaUeau) 

END OF ACT the FIRST, 
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Scene First. — Beauty's Boudoir in the Palaet of the 
Beast. 



Enter Beauty, ritkly attired, with a rose in her hand. 

Air — Bbautv — ^Jim along Josey." 

Oh, Rose, as in yon garden you happened to grow, 
P'rhaps, my pretty Rosey, its master you know ? 
He looks like a brute, but he acts like a king, 
And — bless me 1 I scarcely know what tis I sing. 

Oh, get along, get alon^ Rosey ; 

Ob, get along, get along, da 

Poor old papa he kindly let go. 

And he hasn't ate me yet — as far as I know ; 

And if he should really offer, instead, 

To many me — pshaw ! what put that in my head? 

Go, get along, get along, Rosey j 

Go, get along, get along, da 

Enter Beast. 

Beast. Good morning, Purest Beauty ; how d'ye do ? 
Beau. I'm pretty well, I thank you ; how aie you 7 
Beast. Djnng for love ; I couldn't sleep all night 

For thinking of you. 
Beau. Oh 1 you're too polite. 

I've had a nice nap, and such pleasant dreams ; 

I've got a fairy friend at court, it seems ; 

With loves and graces, all in flowers and wings, 

She came last night, and said such pretty things. 
Bkast. You feel quite happy then ? 
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Beau. Oh, no, not quite ! 

Beast. Say, what can make you so ? 

Beau. Dear Beast, a sight 

Of mjr poor fother; I'm afraid he's ilL 

WiU you oblige me ? 
Beast. Certainty I will ; 

Look in that glass, my charming isjs — " Veluti 

In Speculum 1 " — Behold him there, my Beauty. 

Mude — The glass expands, and shews the inside <f the 
cottage, with Sir Aldgate Puhp, John Quili, Dkbssa- 
LiKDA, and Marrvgolda, in a tableau vivant. 

Beau. Oh, dear t he's looking veiy sad and poorly ; 

Could you just let me hear hu voice, sir ? 
Beast. Surely. 

{musie^^waves his haad) 

Sir Auxute Puhp sings without. 

Oh 1 where, and oh I wher^ is my darling Beauty gone ? 

She's gone to fight the French, for King Geoi^ upon 
his throne 1 

And if s oh ! in my heart, I wish she was safe at home. 
{taileau closes) 
Beau. His mind seems wand'nng ! 

Beast. What he calls his mind. 

Beau. Well, if not very wise, he's very kind, 

And loves me dearly. Let me go, I pray, 

And comfort him 

Beast. How ? 

Beau. Just to spend the day ; 

I will return ere Sol sinks in the deep. 
Beast. I dare say. Catch a weasel fast asleep. 
Beau. You doubt my word ! I thought you more gallant. 
Beast. Ask for aught else ; but that I cannot grant 
Beau. Then you don't love me, as you say you do. 
Beast. Not love you ! Oh, my wig and whiskers I who 

Ere loved so well as I 

Beau. There's no believing 

You brutes of men,— you're always so deceiving. 
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BiiAffr. {aside) lama, beast indeed, to make her cry ; 

Who pipes so sweet should never pipe her eye. 
Beau. My pa will die, and you will be the cause ; 

My fate is in your hands. 
Beast. Ah ! 

{fu looks at fur and remains sUent) 
Beau. {leoMitg at his hands) AwiuX pause/ 
Beast. You won't come back again— I know you won't 
Beau. I wish I may be shot, then, if I don't 
Beast. Youll be the death of me, mind, if you stay 

One moment after sunset 

Beau. Trust me, pray 1 

Beast. Upon your mercy, then, myself I fling. 

And so, to prove my love, behold this ring ! 

Don't start — it's not a wedding one 

Beau. I vow 

You make me feel — I — really — don't know how. 
Beast. The moment that this ring your finger's fixed on. 

Hey, presto, pass, you'll find yourself at Brixton ! 

And vice versa — pujl it off— youll be 

As quick as thought— at home, love, to a tea. 
Beau. Oh, give it me — I long its power to try. 
Beast. One chaste embrace &fore you say good-bye ! 

Duet — " Taxeredi." 

Beau. Embrace you ? oh dear no ! 

Beast. Ah, say, aren't you content to pare, here, my heart, 
pray, to the core ? 
Remember, I do this to please you, all else is naught 
to me now. 
Beau. Well, to appease you, though 'tis strange, I'll not say 
na {he embraces her) 

Beaot. Oh ! say youll marry me, I 
Can't bear it any more ; 
Say " yes," and all n»en shall see I 
Can, for you, the world throw o'er. 
Beau. Ill tell you some other day, 

When I come back, not before ; 
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Don't press me now, dear sir, I pray, 

I tremble, oh ! dear me, all o'er. 
No, no, not now, I tremble, oh dear me, all o'er. 
Let me go now, sir — to Brixton, to Brixton. 

Beast. To Brixton, to Brixton. 

■Rm^ ( The ring but once J You find yourself there. 

^^^ \ fixed on J I find myself there, 

Beast. G<^ then, away, now, to see thy father. 

Both. S|ate o' the distance { ^m } soon trip it o'er. 

And in a jiflfy i ^j^' I be at the door. 

{Beauty pvU on tkt rjng—Exil Beast) 

Sudden change ta The Cottage (as b^ore). 

Beau. This beats the railroad out and out, I tow. 
This is a way to ring the changes now. 
Here come my sisters — how suiprised theyTil be. 

Enter Dressalinda, Marrygolda, and John Quill. 

All {scream) Oh I 

Dres. Mercy on us I 

Mar. What is this we see ? 

Beau. Dear sisters, don't you know me ? 

All Oh! a ghost! 

Beau. No, no ! No spirit from the Stygian coast — 

I am your real flesh and blood relation — 
So pray subdue this needless consternation 1 

John. Fate up again has cast her, 

And made all righL Here, master I master 1 master t 
{runs out) 
Mar. I'm all amazement I how did this befall? 

Hasn't the Beast, then, ate you after all ? 
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Dres. Has he consented back his prey to render ? 

Were you too tough 7 or has he been too tender ? 
Beau. Where is my father ? let me calm his fears, 

And then 111 tell you all about it, dears. 
Mar. He was half crazy — now he'll be quite wild. 

Enter Sir Aldcatb and John Quill. 

Sir a. Where is my poppet — where's my precious child ? 
JoHW. There she is, " all alive, oh ! " like the eels ! 
Sir a. Oh, who can tell what a fond father feels, 

When , 

Dres. La, papa, pray don't be so pathetic, 

To me such stuff is worse than an emetic 
Sir a. Well, anything, child, for a quiet life. 
Mar. Come, tell us all — are you the monster's wife ? 

Or is he dead, and left you his sole heiress ? 
Dres. You're drest as fine as any Lady Mayoress ! 
Beau. I am not married — and he isn't dead. 
Sir a But from the monster have you naught to dread? 
Beau. If he kills me, 'twill be with kindness merely — 

He's alt attention — vows he loves me dearly — 

Would marry me to-morrow, if I chose, 

And gives me everything you can suppose. 
Mar. He's rich ? 
Beau. As Crcesus. 

Sir a, Crcesus ? Oh I I know, 

He was Lord Mayor of Greece, some time aga 
Dres. And wears fine robes ? 

Beau. A bear skin 

M^ } How improper! 

John. A, B,E,A,R — Bear-skin — a rough wrapper— 

A sort of pilot-coat 
Beau. Just so— but here 

I've brought you what you wished for, sisters dear ; 

There is your shawl, and there your hundred guineas. 
Both. Oh, thank you ! 
Dres. (asidi) Sister, we've been two great ninnies I 
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If you or I had volunteered to go, 

We should have had all this good luck, you know. 
Mar. {aside) To mai her triumph let us yet endeavour, 

1 hate the odious creature worse than ever. 
Sir a. The fellow lives in fine style, I must say — 

Turtle for dinner, no doubt, every day. 

Gad, if I thought he'd hold his horrid jaw, 

I shouldn't much mind being papa-in-law — 

That's if you'd have hirei, child, not else, I vow. 
Beau. But as your ship's come home, you're wealthy 

now. 
Sir a. Oh, no ! 'twas all a hoax about the " Folly," 

No matter, you're alive, so lef's be jolly I 

You are my treasure, as my lidy Crackeye 

Said once 

Beau. You mean the mother of the GracchL 

Sir a. Crackeye or Grackeye, it's all one. Lef s see 

What w^ve for dinner 

Beau. I go back to tea, 

Remember that I 
Sir a. Go back ? 

John. Not come to stay ? 

Beau. Oh, no, I only came to spend the day : 

I must return ere sunset, or the Beast 

Will ne'er forgive me. 
Dres. {aside to Marrvgolda) There's one chance, at least. 

Well try and make her overstay the hour. 

And then the Beast will surely her devour ! 
Sir a. Come all, then, let's be men^ while we can. 
John. If you're for fun, you know, su", I'm your man. 

Glee — " Come stain your cheeks." 

Come o'er a glass of good brown sheny, 
Let's while we can be very merry. 



Ladies. Pray don't get tipsy. 
O: 
{Exeunt Sir Aldgate, John Quili, and Bbautt) 



fiH;M Onlymerxy. 
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Dres. Press her to Uke some negus — then you brew it, 

And pop a little poppy juice into it 
Mar. I take your hint — I'll dose her, never doubt it 

{Exit Marrvcolda) 
Dres. What fiin 1 Shell make a precious fuss about it 

Air—" On tht Banks of Allan Water." 

By a glass of wine and water, 

Made quite soporifical. 
Soon our father's fine pet daughter, 

Fast asleep shall fall ; 
And the Beast, who had besought her, 

To return in time for tea. 
When re-appearing, thus has caught her, 

Breakiast will on she. 

Re-enter Marrygolda. 

Mar. I've done the deed, and hither comes the gipsy. 

Dres. Where's father ? 

Uar. He and John have got quite tipsy. 

Dres. The sun is setting now — as red brick. 

Mar. Don't let her see it 1 Draw the curtains, quick I 

Re-mtar Beaxtty. 

Beau. Sister, I feel so sleepy, you can't think. 
Mar. {aside) It works ! it works I 

{Exit Marrygolda) 
Dres. {aside) " The drink, Hamlet, the drink ! " 

Beau. How goes the time ? 
Dres. Oh, it's quite early yet; 

Well tell you when the sun's about to set, 

So if you'd like to take a nap 

Beau. Methinks 

I'd give the world for only forty winks. 
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Dres. Then why not take them in that easy chair ? 

Beau. If I was sure you'd wake me 

Dres, We'll take care. 

Beau, No, no, I'll drive this drowsiness away. 
Dres. At any rate, sit down, dear, while you stay. 

Bkau. I'm sure 'tis time — I must be going — going 

(falls asleep') 
Dres. You're gone, my dear, and see, the west is glowing 

With the last rays of sunset — sleep, sleep sound ; 

I'd not disturb you for a hundred pound ! 

(Exit Dressaunda) 

77u sxnc opens at the back and the Beast appears. 

Air — Beast — " All is lost new " — " Sonnambula" Bellini. 

All is lost now — Oh, for me the sun is set for ever — 

This poor heart in fiiture never 

One hope of bliss can see. 

Go, ungrateful 

Counted on your word I had, miss. 

Your behaviour's very bad, miss, 

It has naade me nearly mad, miss. 

Quite unhappy, as you may see. 

With all confidence appealing. 

To any man of feeling, 

I'd ask, is this fair de^ng ? 

No ! you've used me, madam, really very ill 

Though my looks might ^ to charm you, 

Though they rather might alarm you. 

Yet I promis'd not to harm you ; 

Yes, false one, yes ; and I'll keep my promise still. 

Ute sane closes ; Beauty seems exceedingly disturbed in her- 
sleep; enter Joan and Sir Aldgate, both tipsy, John 
carrying a candle. 

Sir a. John, take care how you go ; you'll drop that candle. 
John. Never you mind, old Pump ! here, where's your 
handle? 



n,g,t,7rJM,GOOglC 



BEAUTY AND THE BEAST. 139 



Sir a. John, is this language to a late Lord Mayor ? 

Where is my Beauty? 
John. {Jwtds thecandUto Aim) You may well ask "where?" 

Not in your face, — if s ugly as a nigger's ; 

Nor in your fonn, if I'm a judge ofngures 1 
Sir a. John ! I discharge you. 
John. What I subtract your brains ? 

Take me from you, and, prithee, what remains ? 

A diy old pump 1 
Sir a. Well, well, youll change this tone I 

John. "Well — "Pump, be quiet, and let well alone ; 

If you don't know when you've got a good man, 

I know when I've got a good master 1 

(Jtfustc, con sordini- — Beauty rises in her sltep, and stands vp 
in the chair) 

Sir a. {slariing) Can 

I trust my sight — back, John, at distance keep. 
Here's Beauty, bolt upright, and in her sleep ! 
John. Perhaps she's dead, and that's her ghost that's 

walking! 
Sir a. Horrible thought ! No ! hush I I hear her 
talking! 

Beauty descends from the chair in imitation of Amina in the 
" Sonnambida " — the Two Sisters enter, and are stopped 
by a signfrwn Sir Aldgate Pump. 

Concerted Piece — " Sonnambula" 

All. Bless us, and save us, where is she going now ? 

(Beauty steps from the chair upon the table) 
Over the table, (she kicks a book off) Oh, criky ! 
Shell tumble, by jingo! 
(Beauty steps off to another Aair, and then to a stool, and 
then to the ground) 

No, no J she's all right 

(Beauty approaches the front of the stage) 
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Beau. Don't cry, Beast ; 111 come back. 
Sir a. D'ye hear that, John ? 

Beau. Tis tea time ; Molly, put the kettle on. 
All. Hear her I how she's dreaming, — speaking of tea. 
Beau. Yes, I have lost him ; and yet I am not guilty. 
Ali. Oh, listen ! 

Beau. The ring he gave me, alas ! he'll now take from me. 
He'll never let me come out to tea more. 

All. She wakes ! 

Beau. Where am I ? Ar'n't it very late ? 

I've overslept myself, as sure as fate. 

Ifs dark as pitch ! Oh, dear ! what's to be done ? 

There's nothing left me but to cut and ma 

Sir A. Dear daughter 

Beau. Don't detain me, sir, good-bye 

To all — off goes my ring, and off go I ! 
{she pulls her ring from Iter finger — Sir Aldgate, John, 

Dressalinda, arid Marrygolda, sink through the 

stage, and leave Beauty in the centre of— 

Scene Third. — A Grotto in the Gardens of the Beast's 
Palace — Moonlight. 

Beau. Bless me, I don't know where on earth I've got to. 
Oh, yonder is the palace, this the grotto. 
But Where's it's master, good as he is grim ? 
Oh, I've forgotten to remember him. 
Hell say — Where are you. Beast, come out to play, 
The moon is shining here as bright as day ; 
Come with a hoop, if you won't with a call ! 

{the Leader plays a note or two on his violin) 
" That strain again, it had a dying fall," 
And mocked his voice, sweet as a special pleader's. 

(Leader taps on his desk) 
Was that his tap ? No, it was but the Leader's ; 
Oh, Mr. Hughes I * can you my doubts dispel, 
And tell me be is safe, — and that all's well f 



* Mr. Heoty HngheB, the leader of the orchestra in 184 
possened a good barilooe voice, tnd the effect was as agreeable 
wat unexpected bj, the audience. 
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Duet—BvMJTi and the Leader—" Alts WeU." 

Deserted by his Beauty bright, 
Who promised to be back by night, 

The Beast who saw his hope a wreck, 
Has broke his heart, or else his necL 

And though a voice salutes | ™ J ear 
Tis not the one { ^^* } used {Hughe^i^i to hear. 
Beau. Where is he ? Leader, quickly tell ; 

Above 

Lead. Below 

Beav. All right I 

Both. All's weU. 



{sees the Beast lying motionless in a grotto) 
Gemini I whaf s here I Who's this I see. 
Stretched in a state of funeral bier 1 Tis he I 
Alas 1 though I broke mine, he's kept his word, 
His must have been the dying fall I heard ! 
He gave me up — perhaps drank poisoned tea ! 
And perished — all along of love for me ! 
Oh, now, indeed, I feel, as 'tis my duty, 
That I have been the Beast, and he the Beauty ! 
Oh, were he but alive again — to pop 
The question, I would have him in a 

The QiTEEH or the Roses appears. 

QcESN. Stop 1 

Is it a bargain ? Would you really wed 
The Beast, if I could prove he wasn't dead? 

Beau, The lady that I saw once in my sleep? 

Queen, Precisely. Beauty, will you this time keep 

Voui word, and wed the poor Beast that lies by me. 
If I revive him ? 

Beau. WiU I ? just you try me. 



n,g,t,7rJM,GOOglC 



BEAUTY AND THE BEAST. 



Qdeek. Enough I Behold him in his native land, 
A prince — and yet your servant to command 1 

Tlu Beast disappears as the scene changes, and disavers 
Fkince Azor upon his throne, surrounded by a brilliant 
Court, Guards, Banners, &•€. 

Tie Prince descends, and kneels to Beauty. 

Beau. What 1 can this be the Beast? 

QUBEK. Why this suiprise ? 

Tis love hath so improved him in your eyes ! 

Where the mind's noble, and the heart sincere, 

Defects of person quickly disappear ; 

While vice, to those who have been taught to hate 
her. 

Would make, as soon, Hyperion seem a Satyr. 

Finale — Chorm — " Cinderdla" 

In light tripping measure, 

Surrounded by pleasure. 
We now to our own rosy bowers will fly, 
Which care and sorrow dare not come nigh. 



TABLEAU— CURTAIN. 
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Esstet Mooda.;, Uoidi aStb, 1S43, 
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THE WHITE CAT. 



I have little to say respecting this third of my fairy 
esdravagaDzas, and the last produced at Covent Garden, 
beyond the fact that its reception was fully as favourable as 
that which was accorded to its predecessors. In looking 
over it I do not find anything to "make a note of" that 
would interest the reader, unless it be an allusion to the 
earthquake which had been predicted some time previously, 
and shaken the nerves, at any rate, of many of Her 
Majesty's lieges. The cast included nearly all my popular 
old supporters, Madame Vestris, Bland, and Harley being 
particularly happy in their personations. An advance was 
made in the ballet department, but the special feature in the 
mise en sdne was the very ingenious realisation of the 
description in the story of the attendance of hands without 
bodies. They appeared in all parts of the stage bearing 
flambeaux, moving chairs, and executing various other orders 
in the most natural and giacefiil manner without its being 
possible for the audience to detect the modus operandi. It 
was certainly the c^iTi^Miffof that unequalled machinist, 
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Mr, W. Bradwell, and the effect was as picturesque as it 
was puzzling. 

"The White Cat" ran to the end of the season, and 
was played on the last night of it for the benefit of Mr. 
and Mrs. Charles Mathews. I did myself the pleasure 
of dedicating the piece to my kind and ^cetious Mend, 
the Kev. Richard Barham, the celebrated author of "The 
Ii^ldsby Legends." 
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DRAMATIS PERSONS 

WUMSUPOKATVME (Kii^ of NevenniDdilEiiamia) Mr. J. BLAND 
PaiNCB Paragon ^ / Madame Vestris 

Princb Precious \ {hi« Three Sons) X Miss Murray 
Pkinci Placid ) ' Miss Lee 

Count Coincide (Prime Minisler) Mr.G. Horncastle 

Jingo (tbe Conit Fool) Mr. Harlbt 

Chambrblain Mr. Burt 

State Paces ... Mr, Kerridge, Mr. Collett, Me. Conxbll 
(Messrs. Davis, Hodces, Healey, Hughes, 
) Melvillr, Butler, Glbdhill. 

Thk White Cat, afttmiards^ ( Miss Marshall 

Princess Catarina ... J ' { Miss Fairbrother 



Courtiers 



BOUSE ff OLD OF THE WHITE CAT. 

HS-Cat (Master of the [(Tiwfltn] Horse— a 

Magic Tottoiseahell Tom Ctti-a-Mounlain) Mr. S. Smith 

Herr Grimalkin (Chamberlain} Master Marshall 

Thk Lady PAj.My'S.A. (Mistress of the Robes) Miss Charlton 

Ceallemeo in Waiting — Messrs , Mousei and MoUrow. 

Pages— Masters Kit and Tit. 

Indies in Wajtii^— Mesdames Angola and TaUlha. 

Leader of the Band — Signor Catgntuu. 



Invisible Attendants — by all the best Hands in the Company. 

Invisible Spirits— by all the best Voices in ditto. 

Don^Uer of the Emperor of all the Cokes- Miss Jackion. 

Daughter of the King of Sugar-Candy— Miss S. Foster. 

XWies in the Suite of the PrincesMS— Mesdames Hughes, A Jackson, 

Kerndge, Lane, Emden, Deitfaer, Maynard. 
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PROGRAMME OF SCENERY, &c 



THRONE ROOM IN THE KINGS PALACE 



MAGIC FOREST AND GOLDEN GATES OF THE WHITE 
CAT'S CASTLE. 



ILLUMINATED SALOON IN THE CASTLE. 



Minuet by the White Cat and Herr Grinulkiii. 
Mooruh Pas de Deux, by Mr. Gilbert and Miss B«Uin. 



Moorish and Chinese Dancers, Messrs, Ireland, Moore, Heath, 

Gardner, Garden, Cough ; Mesdames Ridgway, Payne, Hartley, 

Gardoet, Kendall, A, Kendall, Taylor, PUtl, A, Payne, Reekie, 

Jones, Hatton. 



GARDEN OF THE WHITE CAT'S CASTLE. 



GATES OF THE CAPITAL CITV OF NEVERMINDITSNAMIA. 



Tail-pi«c« (l^ Mr. W, Bradweli), "Finis Coronal 0-/km." 
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Scene First. — 71u Prtsma Chamber of Wunsuponatyme, 
Kmc OF Nkverminditsnamia — The King discovered on 
hii throne, surrounded by his Court, and attended by 
Count Coincide and Officers of State — I^Uiurish. 

King. Stand all apart I — Cousin of What's-your name, 
Give me your hand, and help me play my game I 

Courtiers stand aside, and King descends from throne, 
leaning on the arm of his Minister. 

You are the wisest man in our dominion ; 

For you are always of our own opinion ; 

Therefore we've great respect for your advice, 

And we will follow it at any price — 

Whilst it accords with our good will and pleasure. 
MiN. Your Majesty is gracious beyond measure ! 
King. My lord, you know whate'er I say is true. 
MiN. Undoubtedly ; — and right whate'er you do. 
King. Brave man ! — who all he thinks thus boldly says ! 
MiN, Great king ! — whom, without danger, we may praise I 
King. You'll scarce believe what you're about to hear ! 

listen — I'm getting older every year ! 
MiN. Had any one except yourself said so, 

1 should have doubted ! — but you, sir, must know. 
King. Tis passing strange ! — but fact ! — I'm nearly eighty I 

And sigh for "otium sine dignitate." 

My eyes grow dim ! — my limbs are not so strong ! 

And Tom Hood says, when folks have reigned so long, 

Tis time they mizzled ! 
MiN. Tom Hood did but joke. 

King. But oft, in jest, one gets an ugly poke ! 
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So, tongues to stop, and civil war to muzzle, 

We'd make our heir apparent ; — there's the puzzle. 

My queen (who was the best soul upon earth) 

Brought reie, you know, three fine boys at a birth. 

Bom on the self-same day, of the same mother ; 

I know not that one's older than another. 

So of my crown I'm forced to keep possession. 

Because I cannot settle the succession. 
Mm. 'Tis a hard case— a crown, perforce, to wear ! 

Amongst the three, suppose the realm you share? 
KiNa What, cut my kingdom into chops, as though 

It were a loin of mutton ! Butcher ! — No ! 
Mm. Let them draw lots for it. 
King. That's gambling ! Never ! 

We have abolished lotteries for ever. 

All danger from the frowns of Fortune spuming. 

We, for the general weal, stopt hers from turning. 
Mm. Why not decide yourself? — Have you no choice? 
King. No ; Nature cries with a most equal voice : — 

So brave ! so good ! so handsome all the three ! 

One just as soon as fother, king I'd see ! 

D'ye take ? (shews a purse, and punches htm in the ribs) 
Mm. Who wouldn't? {taking purse) Sir, you've touched 
me nearly; 

I now begin to see the matter clearly ; 

Suppose your Majesty should name some deed 

In art or arms ; and he who should succeed 

In that — which might not be an easy thing — 

Might then succeed your Majesty as king. 
King. An excellent suggestion ! and a new. 
MiN. Something — almost impossible to do. 
King. I have it ; a good thought ! My pages, ho ! 

Summon the Princes to my presence — go 1 

(Exeunt Pages) 

I need not tell a wise man in your station 

Nought is so difficult as resignation. 

Seng — King — " ff^n a man marries." 

Though a man's worried 
Half out of his mind, 
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To le^ve a good place 
He is seldom inclined. 
And cobbler or king, 
As he happens to be, 
There's no one he'd like 
Better in it to see. 
Monarch great — 
Head of the State I, 
Treason to ask if he should, sir I 
Minister — Prime — 
Never has time. 

Couldn't resign if he would, sir ! 
Lord Mayor, 
When once in his chair, 
Doesn't like " turn about," sir. 
Commissioner Lin, 
Or any one "in," 

Had rather be worried than " out," sir. 
Toiling, moiling, wearing, tearing, rambling, grumbling, 
blustering, flustering. 
Though a man's worried 
Half out of his mind. 
To leave a good place. 
He is seldom inclin'd ! 
He's seldom inclin'd 
He's seldom or never inclin'd. 

First Page. {enUrs and announces) " Prince Precious." 
£«/^ Prince Precious. 

King. Come, boy, to thy father's armsj 

A sceptre has for thee, I'm sure, no charms. 

Pre. My royal father, pray how should I know, 
Unless I had it for an hour or so. 

King, It needs a grasp of iron; — an eye as quick 
as lightning 

Pre. So, papa, does single stick ; 

And I'd crack any body's crown at that 

King, {aside) He'd crack his father's — the audacious brat 1 

Second Page, {enters and announces) " Prince Placid !" 
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Enter Priwce Placid. 

KtMC. Come, boy, to thy father's bieast ! — 

Thou wouldst not that a crown thy forehead prest ? 

Pla. It's quite impossible, my liege, to say. 
Unless I wore it for at least a day. 

King. "Uneasy lies the head that wears a crown." 

Pla. But can't you take it off when you lie down ? 

King, {asidi) Beneath that simple air much guile may lurk ; 
If I let him succeed me — I'm a Turk I 

Third Pace, {enters and announces) " Prince Paragon." 
Enter Prince Paragon. 

King. Here's one, at least, will own 

He has no wish to sit on yonder throne ! 

Par. None in the least, my liege. 

King. Wise boy ! {aside) I vow 

I've half a mind to fix upon him now. 

Par. Ill sit on anything and anywhere ; 

So that I'm but a king — that's all I care. 

King, {aside) Humph 1 second thoughts are best ; 'twould 
be unjust 
Above his brothers this wild boy to thrust 

{ascends his throne) 
Attend, whilst we our royal will make known. 
Princes and peers, like Wolsey I am grown 
An old man, weary of the cares of state ; 
And have made up my mind to abdicate. 
To a small country house I would retire ; 
And, for companionship, I much desire 
A pretty little dog. Now, of you three, 
He who shall bring the prettiest dog to me 
By this day twelvemonth, shall become my heir. 
And Neverminditsnamia's sceptre bear 1 
But mark ! we stipulate the dog you bring 
Must be so small 'twill pass through this thumb ring I 
About it straight — you have no time to lose 
If your souls burn to stand within our shoes ! 
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Air — King. 



Come bustle, boys, about, 

There are dogs enough, no doubt ; 

In each court are spaniels plenty, 

In each street are puppies twenty; 

But if here you wish to reign. 

You a lap-dog must obtain, 
Which in a thumb ring you could wear 1 
Singing hey down, O down, deny, derry down, 
And that's quite another affair ! 

Chorus. 
Singing hey down, &c. 

{Exeunt in procession. King, and all but the Three 
Princes) 

Par. Brothers, to use an epithet emphatical, 
I think papa's become much too dogmatical 

Pre. I say, this order will, to all our losses, 

Prove one composed of nothing but grand crosses. 

Pla. a lap dog you can pass through a thumb ring ! 
I, like Macbeth, exclaim, " There's no such thing ! " 
But for the Isle of Dogs I'll start to-day I 

Pre. And I'll to Houndsditch with what speed I may ! 

{Exeunt Princes Precious and Placid) 

Par. I really don't think, 1 shall take the trouble 
To stir a step — this business is a bubble ! 
Our dad is only of us making merry. 
A man might hunt from Perth to Pondicherry 
In vain for such a dog, I'm certain — very ! 

Air — Prince Paragon — " Oh, ruddier than the cherry" 

From Perth to Pondicherry, 
From Bow to Bedfordbury, 

No dog so small 

Exists at all, 
Of that I'm certain — very I 
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Our dad, who's no Dogberry, 
Is only making meny, 

And holds up thus, 

His crown, for us 
To bob at like a cherry ! 
You might now, in a wheny, 
From here to Chelsea ferry. 

And not turn up 

So small a pup, 
111 bet a pint of sheny ! 
From Cork to Londonderry, 
From Donegal to Kerry, 

None such one sees, 

Though out on sprees 
All night like Tom and Jerry ! ^ 

Where's Jingo ! Though a mad wag in his lingo. 
He's staunch and true ; I always swear, by Jingo ! 
And I have known, in matters much more nice, 
A man to profit by a fool's advice ! 
Jingo ! 

Enler Jingo. 

Jm. Obedient to your Highness' call. 

Behold me ready-booted, spurred and all 
Par. Booted and spurred, Sir Fool ! Why, whither woid 

you? 
Jin, Upon the errand that the King would send you. 
Par. Why, 'gad a mercy, knave 1 'tis hone of thine ! 
Jin. Tis a fool's errand, so it must be mine ! 
Par. Wilt do it? 
JiN, Not alone j but if you plan 

A journey, master, I'm your journey-man. 
Par. Give up a place at court to go with me, 

Who've nought to give ? 
Jin. "Tis a fool's trick, you see. 

Par. Travel o'er land and wave, through woods and bogs? 
Jin. We shan't be long, sir, going to the dogs. 

I'm glad your father didn't want a cat ; 

I never could have gone in search of that ! 
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I have a horror of the race feline — 

I dread a cat, whose lives or tails are nine ; 

Though other dangers I but little heed, 

I'm very/tuj^^-laninoous indeed I 
Par. Well, for a frolic, then, suppose we start 

Upon the instant. 
Jin. Sir, with all my heart. 

The scene changes suddenly to a Forest. 

Par. Hah t the ground opens, and a chasm vast 

Before us yawns I the earthquake's come at last I 
JiN. Is this a dream ? — if so, make haste and wake us. 

You said, " Let's start ; " and here's enough to make 
us ! 
Par. Methought but now we in the palace stood, 

But now the ground we stand en's in a wood 

Some treason this ! 
Jin. Why, sir, it stands to reason 

It couldn't be a wood without some trees en. 
Par. O cruel Fate ! 
Jin. Nay, sir, don't be down-hearted; 

We arrived safe the moment that we started. 

Par. Arrived I but where 

Jin. Ah ! that I won't pretend 

To say ; but doubtless at our journey's end. 

And as you didn't settle where you'd go, 

It cannot make much difference, you know. 

A Finger-post appears. 

Par. See, there's a finger-post ! 
Jin. (reading) Well, I declare I 

We're fifteen thousand miles from everywhere ! 
Par. How ! fifteen thousand miles in half a minute ? 
Jin. Oh, now-a-days, sir, there's no wonder in it ! — 

The world is changed most sadly ; in our past days 

We had some feasts ; but now they are all fast 
days: 

The stream of time has now become a rapid, 

All but velocity is voted vapid ; 
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Another (^tkh upon the stage they need, 
The only chronicler will soon be Spud; * 
And really so like lightning goes our cash, 
I fear Bank Notes will soon give way to Flash. 

ITu trees open, and discover the Gales of a Fairy 
Palau. 

Par. Sure, that's a huilding — somebody's abode I 
Jin. The terminus, no doubt, of this branch road. 
Par. The doors are massive gold — or look as well ! 

And here, in jewels, " Please to rin^ the belL" 
Jin. a deer's foot hanging by a diamond chain I 

Some folks to wring it ofT would not disdain. 
Par. At all events, no further will I roam, 

But ring and see if any one's at home. 

Rii^s the bell ; the gate operu, and twelve hands appear, 
bearing torches. 
Nothing but hands ; the si^t exceeding odd is ! 
Jm. It proves, at least, the mansion is aobodys I 
Par. A dozen of them, and all holding candles. 

Music — " Harmonious BlaeksmitK" 

What music's that ? 
Jin. No doubt it's some of Handefs ! 

Chorus — " Vetas of Invisible Spirits." 

Ding, dong, bell — 

Pussy's in the well ; 
Ding dong, ding dong, ding don§^ bell ! 

Enter here 

Without fear — 
You may break the hateful spell ; 
Ding dong, ding doi^, ding dong, ding dong ! 
Dii^ dong, ding dong, ding dong, bell ! 

* Qnick was Geoig« TII.'s &vourite comediiui ; Ibe original ToDy 
Lumpkin and Acres. John Speed the histarian (i^S$-i6i9), who 
MnoDgBt otliei woiks compiled a History of Greai BnUiD. 
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Jin. Oh ! Pussy's in the well ; I'm glad of that ; 

rU walk in boldly as they've drown'd the cat 
Far. Say, shall we enter this enchanted hall ? 

I have a sword, and they've no armi at all 
Jin. Enter at once, nor stay here words to bandy ; 

This house must sure belong to " Handy Andy " ! 

They enter^Scene changes to the Banquet Hall in a Fairy 
Palace, brUliantly illuminated ; in one pari an Orchestra — 
Tlie walls are painted with subjects from all the Stories 
lAout Cats, such as "Puss in Boots," &*f. 

£»&»• Prince Paragon aai^ Jingo, led by hands. 

Par. Ye wondrous hands, who have led us so far, 

Pray are we welcome f 

(the hands shake) 
JiH. There — you see we are. 
Par. That gentle pressure sets my heart at ease. 
Jin. My hand is in a vice — oh I how you squeeze ! 

{the hands vanish) 
Par. They're gone ; and now, behold ! two other pair 

Are wheeling towards each of us a chair. 
Jis. And there are four who bear a table steady, 

With every sort of thing for dinner ready 1 

{to the chair as it approaches him) You're very kind — 
a thousand thanks to you — 

A little nearer, {pointing to table) Thank ye, that'll do. 
{sits and pours out a ^lass of wine) 

Delicious Burgundy I 'tis very clear 

We've fallen into friendly hands, sir, here. 
Par. 1 thmk so, too. I own I feel much braver — 

This show of hands is clearly in our favour. 

{the hands that have brought table and chairs disappear) 

Come, Jingo, let's do justice to the feast 
Jin. {starting and looking out) Oh, look, sir, there's a cat, 
the nasty beast ! 

{putting his hand to his cheek) Oh 1 zounds I 
Par. What ails you ? 
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JiN. Something scratched my face. 

Par. Bewaie how you abuse cats in this place ; 

Tis evident they here have favour found ; 

For now I see the walls are painted round 

With histoiies of every cat whose name 

Is written in the Ai/alogue of fame. 
JiN. {trtmhling) "VThat shall I do? I never could abide one. 

I've often almost fainted when I spied one. 

It comes this way — and riddle upon riddle ! 

As sure as I stand here, it's got a fiddle ! 

Musk — Enter a Cat, full dressed, with a violin in its paw; 
he Saws with gnat dignity to the Prince, and enters the 
Orchestra, which immediately fills with Cats, bearing 
ether instrwnents and music books. 

Far. Behold, the orchestra is with them filling ; 

Now here's a concert really worth a shilling 1 
JiN. A la mew-saxA, of course. 
Par. So I should say. 

And all tirst-rate mew^id^as in their way. 

A grand flourish of all the instruments, and a march, to which, 
enters the White Cat attended by her Chamberlain and 
ethers. 

Par. What singular procession meets my sight ? 

A lady cat of the most dazzling white I 

Attended as becomes a mighty queen ; 

But in a mourning veil I What can it mean ? 
Cat. Son of a king, welcome to my domain. 
Par. She speaks, she speaks I White Pussy, speak again ! 
Cat, {addressing the orchestra) Welcome, in song, his 

Highness to these halls I 
Jin. (aside to Prince) If they're about to sing, look out for 
squciUs. 

Ute leader prdudiaes on the violin, the Cats commence a vocal 
piece of mew-sic, which is almost immediately interrupted ly 
PRiNot Paragon. 
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Air — ^PaiMCE Paragon — "Hushye prafy warhling quire." 

Hush ! ye pretty warbling quiie 1 

Your shrilly strains 

Go through my brains; 
No more I do desire. 

Cat. No more — no more ! his Highness does not choose. 

Par. I own such meTo-sic does not me n-mews. 

Cat. Hast heard ought like it ? 

Par. Sometimes — on the tiles. 

JiN. Would I were off— just fifteen thousand miles 1 

Cat. Jingo! 

Jin. (starting) It knows my name ! 

Cat. You look distress'd. 

Poor fool 1 I know the cause : you cats detest ; 

It is a prejudice well strive to cure. 

In the meanwhile, your good will to ensure, 

We'll hand you over to the fairest pair 

Of hands that in our service ever were. 

Behold them! {a pair of Handt appear) they will lead 
you where youll be 

Well entertained ; your master stays with me. 

{walks aside with Prince) 
Jin. Well, they are very fair, I must allow I 

Permit me — l^akes one) soft as velvet, too, I vow ! 

What taper fingers and what rosy tips ! 

Allow me, pray, to press them to my lips. 

.4iV— Jingo — " T!u Duenna," 

Ah, sure a pair was never seen, 
So finely formed by madam nature I 
Such hands as these must sure have been 
The hands of some most handsaws creature 1 

{Exit Jingo ■aiilh the hands) 
Cat. The banquet waits ; wil't please your highness sit 
And condescend with me to pick a bit ? 
I trust youll find that pasty rather nice ; 
Tis made of pigeons ; this is made of mice. 
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Par. Of mice ! 

Cat, Nay, don't be frigjitened, this is my dish, 

Cool^ by my own cook in a sep'rate pie-dish ; 

That is a jugged hare — and here I smell a rat 
Par. I hope you don't expect me to touch that ! 
Cat. You shall do nothing you don't wish to do ; 

There's milk for me, but there's milk punch for you. 

I have the honour, sir, to lap your health. 
Par. Madam, permit me to drink yours. (a»i&) What 
wealth! 

Wh^ taste ! what splendour ! this must surely be 

A cat of most exceeding quaUty t 

{aloud) Madam, don't think me rude, but I beseech 

You tell me how you gained the gift of speech ? 

For our attendants only mew and purr. 
Cat. I may not answer you that question, sir. 
Par. To put another, then, may I presume ? 

What's on your paw P 
Cat. a miniature. 

Par. Of whom ? 

Cat. Alas 1 

Par. a lass I it looks more like a lad. 
Cat. I meant — Heigho I 
Par. You sigh — I've made you sad. 

Forgive me — I feel I've been indiscreet 
Cat, WiU you take anything, sir, more to eat ? 
Par. No, not a morsel 
Cat. Then, hands, take away. 

{Aands remove fable, 6*fc) 

Par. The handiest work Pve seen for many a day ! 
Pray, may I ask you how your time you pass ? 

Cat. Sometimes in hunting field-mice through the grass ; 
Sometimes I run after a cotton ball, 
Or scamper o'er the palace^roof and all ! 
Or dance a minuet ; and you shall see 
My Chamberlain now dance the Cat's with me. 

Mitaut de la Cour — White Cat and Hsrr Grimalki. 

Cat. Son of a king I although it grieves my heart, 
I must inform you it is time we part 
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Par. Is it so late ? How long have I been here ? 

Cat. You'll stare when I reply — a year ! 

Par. a year ! 

Cat. All but a day ! 

Par. It does not seem an hour ! 

Cat. You flatter me ! 

Far. I wish I had the power 1 

No words of mine could ever justice do 

To such an interesting cat as you 1 
Cat. Oh 1 Prince, you're too polite ; but let me jog 

Your memory, and ask you — where's the dog ? 
Par. My dog ? 
Cat. Aye ! Have you then forgotten quite 

Your father's mand^e ? 
Par. Mercy ! what a light 

Brealts in upon me I 
Cat, Were you not to bring 

A dog so small 'twould pass through his thumb ring 

Within a year ? 
Par. I was^'tis hopeless now ! 

The year has fled ! — I've lost a crown, I vow. 
Cat. Not yet ; I think I have a dog will do ! 

A fairy gave it me — I'll give it you ! 

Ho ) hands within ! Hand me the box of gold 

That on my toilet table stands \ 

Music — Hands bring on tht box — White Cat opem it, and 
takes out an acorn. 

Behold I 
Par. Why, that's an acorn — food, I've heard, for hogs j 

But what on earth has it to do with dogs 7 
Cat. Just hold it to your ear ! What say you now ? 
Par. I could be sworn something went " Bow ! wow ! 

Cat. And you'd swear truly ! In that acorn curled, 

Nestles the smallest spaniel in the world 1 
Par. To take it out at once, may I make bold? 
Cat. You'd better not — perhaps it may catch cold I 
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Wait till you see your sire, at all events, 

And give it htm, with my best compliments ! 
Par. Kindest of cats I But how return in time ? 

Am I not in some very distant clime ? 

Tis true that I came hither in a crack ! 
Cat. And you shall go almost as quickly back. 

My stable has a wooden horse, sir, in it, 

Which can tiot fifteen hundred miles a minute. 
Par. In harness ? 
Cat. Yes. 

Par. If you say so, who'd doubt it ? 
Cat, Once in my^^, don't bother ^kw about it 
Par. Oh I how my gratitude can I evince 7 
Cat. I beg you wouldn't mention it, sweet Prince. 

Forget me not, that's all that I implore. 

Your vehicle shall soon be at the door ; 

At home in less than no time you will be; 

In the meanwhile, another dance you'll see ; 

For in my court I have some clever apes. 

Who can of Moors and Chinese take the shapes, 

And to please you they now shall dance a measure. 

{Exit White Cat) 
Par. Madam, 'twill give me most uncommon pleasure. 

But I roust not roy faithful fool forget — 

Jingo! I'm off! 

Enter ]iKca. 

Jin. Oh ! master, don't go yet ! 

Par. Not I — why, I thought you'd be delighted — stay. 

If you prefer it; but I must away. 

In pleasant company time flies so fast, 

You'll scarce believe it — but a year has passed 1 

And to my father I must huiry back ; 

Decide — and quickly. 
JiK. I am on the rack 1 

Tvrixt love and duty I am torn— depart ! 

Oh 1 those sweet haiids ! they've laid hold of my heart 1 

And to cry "Hands off!" I in vain endeavour — 

Oh, sir, I am a greater fool than ever I 
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Rt-tnUr White Cat, followed by Moors and Chinese, 
according to the story. 

Ballet. 

Moorish Pas de Deux 

By Mr. Gilbert and Miss fiallin. 

Chinese, Messrs. T. Ridgway and J. Ridgway. 

Cat in Walnut Shells, Master H. Marshall. 

Moorish and Chinese Dancers, 

Messrs. Ireland, Moore, Heath, Gardner, Garden, Gough. 

Misses Ridgway, Tayne, Hartley, Garner, Kendall, 

A. Kendall, Taylor, Piatt, A. Payne, Reekie, 

Jones, Hatton. 

7(4ff uem opens or changes, and discovers the Wooden Horse, 
magnificently trapped and harnessed to a Fairy Car; the 
magic hands are holding flambeaux ; Prince Paragon 
and Jingo enter the Car, which ascends as (he Act Drop 
descatds. 
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Scene First. — In the Paiaa of King Wunsuponatyme — 
Ute King and Minister discovered at table, a/Her 
supper, drinking. 

Duet — King anaT Minister — (To its own iuit£.) 

We won't go home till morning, 
We won't go home till morning, 
We won't go home till morning, 
Till day-light doth appear I 

KiNa For tkis night ends the year. 

MiN. And still no Princes here 1 

King. I gave them all fair warning — 

And yet my mandate scorning — 
They won't be home till morning, 
When daylight does appear ! 
(SUing Minister's glass) We'll have no daylights here. 
MiN. I'm getting rather queer 1 

Both. But we won't go home dll morning, 

&c, &t 

(iia:i Mmes) 
King. Hurrah ! there goes eleven ! One hour more, 

And their time's up J 
MiN. Theyll not be home before, 

Depend upon't ! 
King. Worthy man, I do ! — 

I owe this excellent idea to you ! 
MiN. Oh, sir ! 

KiN& And shall remain for life your debtor ! 
MiN. {aside) If he would pay his debts, 'twould be much 

better! 
King. My three poor boys ! it sets my bosom aching 
To think what useless trouble they are taking; 
In climes, far off, who knows what may occur there ? 
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MiN. (aside) Yet, ere he'd yield the crown he'd see them 

further ! 
King. Let's drink our " absent friends." 
MiN. Sir, very gladly. 
KiNa My i/iV/on/ relatives! I miss them sadly; 

Would they were here — their sight would so refresh 

usl 

£nt^ Page. 

Pace. Prince Paragon, Prince Placid, and Prince Precious. 

King. Returned ! 

MiK. They must have dropped, sure, from the skies ! 

King. All three ? 

Page. All three ! 

KiN& With dogs? 

Page. Of every si^e 

And sort ! 
King. The puppies I 
Pace. Poodles, pointers, harriers, 

Newfoundlands, pugs, hounds, greyhounds, turnspits, 
terriers 1 
King. Had they been tairiers but another hour ! 
MiN. Take comfort, good my liege : you're yet in power — 

Have they a dog will pass through your thumb ring ? 

If not, their hopes they to the dogs may fling. 
King. But if they should have one so very small ? 
MiM. Why 'twill be no great matter, after all! 
King. Don't joke! 
MiM. By no means ! — when you wish to lick 

A dog, 'tis easy, sir, to find a stick I 

And if your ring they have a dog can leap through, 

ril find a hole as small which you can creep through 1 
King. Amazing minister 1 — whoe'er may trudge it ! 

Whilst you've such ways and means, you ne'er shall 
hikge it ! 

{aloud to Page) Admit the Princes ! 
Page: Dogs and all, sir ? 
KlN& No ! 

Let thero to kennel in the courts below ! 

{Exit Page) 
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Mime — Enter Courtiers, &c., and the Three Princes, 
uihered by Chamberlain. 

Air — Chamberlain — " Bgw, -wow, wow." 

Great King, behold, your sons retum'd from roving foreign 

climes in, 
The dogs they've broi^ht are worthy celebration doggiel 

rhymes in ; 
The finest of each breed they paid for without growl or 

grumble, 
And alt behind the window wait, to make you their most 

humble. 

(Chorus of Dogs, without) Bow, wow, wow ! 

{Chorus ^Courtiers, within) Fol de riddle, riddle, riddle. 

(Chorus of Dogs, without) Bow, wow, wow ! 

KiKG. Sweet sons, my words you've quite mistaken ! — 
Zounds I 

We didn't ask you for a pack of hounds. 

We only craved a pretty little pet, — 

The handsomest and smallest you could get 
Pre. We know, sir, what you said about a ring. 

But thought you only joking. 
King. I, Joe King!* 
Par. I have a very tiny dog, indeed : 

A creature of a most peculiar breed ; 

Which I to purchase thought my bounden dutj-. 

At any price — Ho ! Jingo, bring in " Beauty," 

Enter Jingo with a very shabby little eur in a string. 

King. The horrid little bandy-legged beast 1 
Jin. Sir, of all handsome dogs this is the least. 



Jew money-lender of the period. 
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King. Yes, the least handsome ! — vile equivocator 1 — 

But of a fright I never saw a greater I 

How dare you shew me such a filthy cur ? 
Pax. Pardon a jest of Jingo's, gracious sir ] 

I've got the dog you wished for in my pocket ! 
King. Eh, what ! Beware, my wrath's a congreve rocket ! 
Par. Deign, first, to hold that acom to youi ear. 
King. Odds bodikins ! — why, what is this I hearl — 

Some magic spell my senses must deride ; 

No acorn, surely, can have bark inside 1 
Par. I think that acom through your ring will go! 

Of course, the dog that's in it must, you know ! 
Kinu. Prove first there is one in it, for this passes 

Belief 1 
Par. Your Majesty will need your glasses ! 

{ppens aeom) 

Behold! where snugly lies the little darling ! 
King. Is it alive ? 

Par. Why, hark ! — 'tis at you snarling ! 
King. I am dumb-foundered ! — struck all of a heap ! 
(aside to Minister) Count, where's the hole through which 

I ain to creep ? 
MiN. {aside) You can't deny that he has won the crown ; 

But you are not obliged to pay it down ; 

Tis true you said you meant to abdicate. 

But when ? I don't remember any date. 

It may be now, — it may be ten years hence ! 
KiNa Sensible man, whose words have every sense. 
MiN. And listen ! 
Par. All this whispering bodes no good ; 

Jingo, where have you put the horse of wood ? 
Jin. In a loose box, made of the same oak panel; 

I rubbed him down with beeswax and a flannel I 
Par. But did you give him nought to stop his cravings ? 
Jin. a sieve of sawdust and a bag of shavings ! 
King, (aside to Minister) My bosom's counsellor, the 
thought's perfection, 

I, as a child, will go by thy direction. 

(aloud) Dear boys, the pains that you have ta'en to 
please us, 

And of this weary weight, the crown, to ease us, 
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Is most refreshing to our loyal heart, 

And from our word, of course, we can't depart. 

Prince Paragon, before you we declare, 

Has won the prize, and shall become our heir, 

Provided always, as the law lays dowti, 

He finds a partner worthy of his crown ; 

If not, whichever of the other twain 

Brings such a bride, instead of him shall reign ! 

But mark ! the maid must be of royal race ; 

Of matchless beauty, both in form and face ! 

And also one who for five years hath ne'er 

Been seen by any mortal anywhere. 

Now to my couch, hke me, a downy one ! 

Pack But what with all those dogs, sir, must be done ? 
We have no kennels in which we can poke 'em ! 

King. Give them two puddings'-ends a piece, and choke 



Flourish — Exeunt King and all but tke Princes and 

Jingo. 

Pre. Ne'er seen by mortal anywhere ! Why, brother ! 

This is a greater wildgoose-chase than t'other ! 
Pla. Ne'er seen by mortal anywhere ! Ah, me ! 

Where shall we look for what we cannot see ? 
JlN. Why, where so many look in each direction 

For what they cannot see ! 
All THE Princes. What's that? 
Jin. Perfection ! 

Pre. Perhaps that's what bur royal dad may mean. 

A perfect lady he would have my queen ! 
Par. Dad won't, as in the dog-case, strive to do one ! 

Our bride's to wear a ring, and not go through one t 
Pla, Of course you wouldn't, for decorum's sake. 

Treat a bride just as you would treat bride cake ! 

Well, " Faint heart never won fair lady yet," 

So like another Ccelebs, olf I'll set ! 

{Exit Prince Plaod) 
Pre. And so will I ! Farewell ! {asidt) I wonder where, 
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"Th' Invisible Girl"* has moved from Leicester 

Square ? 
\Vho knows she might a lovely princess be, 
For all that anyone could ever see ! 

{Exit Prince Preciol's) 
Par. (to Jingo) To this new move what say you, at first 
sight ? 
He gives check with the queen ! 
JlN. I'd move this aight 

Back to the castle of our friendly cat ! 
Par. Well, I'm astonished to hear you say that 1 
Have you subdued your horror of her kind ? 
Jim, Sir, I'm in love ; and my love must be blind ! 

For I've two hands before my eyes for ever. 
Par, Well, put the wooden horse to I we'll endeavour 

To find our way back to the cat's abode. 
Jm. The nag, depend upon it, knows the road ; 

He's a good one to go, but to look at, a shocking 

hone! 
His sire was " Eclipsef," but his dam was a " rocking- 
horse ! " 

- Gallopade from 



Away, away, 

With spirits gay. 
Again we'll skim the tniliy way ; 

And through the sky 

Our one-horse fly 
The Witches' " Broughams" shall all run by. 
"Tis only fifteen thousand miles. 
And there are neither gates nor stiles ; 
And lighted all the roads you go, 
As now they're not below, you know. 



c tiicli, with mechanical contrivances, exhibited at Saville 
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By no mail train 
Could anybody faster hie ; 

Steam vould in vain 
Our one-horse power outvie ; 

No points to turn, 
No second-class to smash the first, 

No sparks to bum. ' 

No boiler there to burst 
Not Mr. Green, in his balloon, 
Has ever been so near the moon ; 
And if the earth should chance to quake 
Up there we cannot feel the shake ! 

Away, away, &c 

{Extvttf) 



Scene Second. — A Chamber in the Folate. 

Enter White Cat. 

Air — White Cat — " Nolrody coming to marry me. 

All night I roam in the dark, 

For I better at night can see ; 
And I look for my princely spark, 

But he doesn't return to me 1 
And it's oh dear ! what a sad cat I be ! 

Oh dear, what shall I do 7 
If he doesn't come back to marry me. 

Still a White Cat I must mew 1 

Hope told a flattering tale. He won't return. 
And I must still with hopeless passion bum. 
He'll say I didn't ask him — he don't know 
I didn't dare — the greater was my woe ! 
I could a tale unfold, but did I that, 
I should remain for ever a white cat 
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Hark 1 what was that 7 — methought that in the 

I heard the clattering of wooden shoes 1 
It is the wooden horse and shay — oh joy 1 
Cats, look alive, and pipe all hands a-hoy 1 
Light up the palace— open all the shutters — 
Illuminate the walls, the towers, the gutters I 
My Prince returns his friend feline to cheer I 
Where stays my Paragon ? 

Enter Prince Paracos. 

Par. Behold him here I 

No welcome guest, perhaps, by all this stir ? 

Cat. Don't think I make light of your coming, sir ; 
By this flare up, 'tis but my jt>y to shew you. 

Par. My pretty puss ! I feel the more I know you 
The more I love you ! 

Cat. If a cat could blush ! 

I feel the blood up to my feelers rush ! 

But come ! you've had a long ride through the sky, 

And must be hungry ! there's more pigeon pie ! 

Par. Talk not of food, but give me poison rather. 
There never was a person like my father ; 
He's sent me now a royal maid to find — 
A paragon of princely female kind, 
Whom mortal eye for years hath never seen. 
Ah, my sweet cat, would thou couldst be my queen I 
UnfiUal as the world such deed might call, 
I'd pitch my father over, crown and all I 

Cat. He'd look exceeding black if you did that 
And though most flattering to a little cat, 
Of such an act I wouldn't be the cause 
For worlds ! — but I may find a saving clause. 

Par. Indeed 1 Oh, pussy, any daws of thine I 

Cat. You say so now, but may, perchance, decline 
The task imposed upon you when you know it! 

Par. Not I — I'm desperate; so, madam, go it ! 

Cat. List, list ! — oh, list ! 

Par. In any corps you please. 

Cat. I mean "attention." 

Par. Oh, I " stand at ease 1 " 
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Cat. The hour is almost come when I must die. 
Par. Alas, poor puss ! 
Cat, You say you love me ? 

Par. I 

Adore you ! 
Cat. Thank you — so, poor man, did he 

Whose portrait in this miniature you see. 

On his guitar, whilst playing me a tune. 

His custom always of an afternoon, 

A fiery dragon swallowed him. 
Par. The devil ! 

To say the least of it, that wasn't civil ! 
Cat. Brief let me be — that hour it was decreed 

That I by one resembling him should bleed ! 
Par. Oh, horrible ! most horrible ! — I freeze ! — 

Don't say we're like each other. 
Cat. As two peas. 

Par. I kilt a cat 1 and such a cat as thee ? 
Cat. "Twill make for ever happy you and me. 
Par, How so ? 

Cat. You then will have the best of wives. 
Par. Too dearly bought with one of your nine lives. 
Cat. Pity me not ; but lend your serious hearing 

To this, my last request — with heart unfearing, 

First cut my head off. 
Par. Oh! 
Cat. Then just the tip 

Of this appendage off wii scissors snip, 

And throw both instantly into the fire. 
Par, Madam, are you aware what you desire ? 
Cat. Fully. 

Par. I cut you up in bits ? I won't 
Cat. 1 shall be much more cut up if you don't 

Take a few minutes for consideration ; 

"Tis of events a strange couAi/enation, 

But be assured, that though I can't explain, 

It is the only way your ends to gaia 

{Exit White Cai ) 
Par. Gain my own ends by cutting off another's ! 
No ! sooner let the kingdom be my brother's ! 
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111 back and say so ; yet a moment's pause ; 
She said the act contained a saving clause ! 
That it would make us happy both for life, 
And give me what I seek — a. matchless wife ! 
I'll do her bidding though my heart it break, 
And wear the willow ever for her sake. 

Air — Prince Paragon — " All round my hat." 

All round my Cat, I will plant the green willow — 

All for my Cat, for a twelvemonth and a day ; 

And if any body asks me, why I look so very ill, oh ! 

I'll tell them the ca/astrophe that on my heart doth prey. 

All round my Cat, when a green turf is her pillow, 

All round my Cat for a twelvemonth I will stray, 

And though my eyes should weep a flood enough to turn a 

mill, oh I 
A catxtaxX of tears could never wash my grief away ! 

{Exit Prince Paragon) 



Scene Third, — Interior of the Paltui. 



Enter White Cat {meeting JiNOo). 

Cat. Ah, Jingo, so you came back with your master ? 

You've conque^d your dislike to cats much faster 

Than I expected 
JiK. Madam, not completely ; 

But you appear so kind, and speak so sweetly, 

That I can look on you without disgust 
Cat. Most complimentary, indeed 1 I trust 

Youll learn to look on me with pleasure soon. 
Jin. I shouldn't wonder — if you grant the boon 
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I now crave at your hands, or those you lent me. 

Oh, madam ! If from madness you'll prevent me, 

Give me those hands in marriage. 
Cat. Gracious me ! 

You have been much struck by those hands, I see. 
Jin. I never was by any hands so smitten ; 

Do not refuse me, oh, most gracious kitten I 
Cat. But is your love returned ? 
JiN. Beyond expression ! 

Cat. So I should think — how could they make confession ? 
JiN. Oh, with those fingers they talk very plainly, 

And I have woo'd, I'm proud to say, not vainly. 

When I came back you should have seen the meeting ; 

The outstretched palms — the pulses wildly beating I 

While tears of joyadown my cheek were stealing; 

Oh, never tell me hands have got no feeling ! 
Cat, Well, in your follj" there's a kindly vein, 

And as you've their consent you mine shall gain. 
Jin. Oh, joy ! 
Cat. You are a fond and faithful fool I 

You've served the Prince ? 
JiN. Since first he went to school ; 

My first post was a whipping post, you see; 

Whenever he was naughty they flogged me. 

Air — Jingo — i^Not to its own. tune.) 

In in&ncy our hopes and fears 

Were to each other known. 
And friendship in our riper years, 

Entwin'd our hearts in one J 
They whipp'd me for his first oifence. 

As still the marks could prove. 
You'll say 'twas like my innocence, 

But that inspir'd my love ! 
With a fol loll, &c 

Cat. You deserve credit for your great devotion. 
Jin. I fly to court, and kiss hands on promotion. 

, . . ..,„ - .. {&dt Jingo) 
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Enter Pkince Paragon. 



Par. Madam, I come to do what you desire. 
Cat. It is the hour — behold the magic fire ! 
Tb' enchanted scimitar and fairy shears. 
Par. Oh, madam, I shall rust them with my tears. 
Cat. Strike, and fear nothing ; you'll rejoice in time. 

She seats herself in eAatr, the back of which is to the 
audiena ; her head is seen above it, and her tail hangs 
dawn on one side. 

Par. Rejoice ! to see you cut off in your prime ; 
Oh, never I 



Enter Jingo, with the Pair of Hands. 

Jingo here ! — ^who sent for you, sir? 
Jin. I've married nobody, and would introduce her ; 

But what would you do, sir ? — you look so pale. 
Par. Kill the White Cat, and bum her head and toil ! 
Jin. For goodness sake, sir, choose some other fuel 1 

Kill the White Cat ! — you wouldn't be so cruel ! 
Par. I must be cruel — only to be kind ! 

Thus bad begins {cuts off Cat's head) and worse re- 
mains behind {cuts off end of tail) 
Jim. Hands, hold me up ! This act can ne'er be mended ! 
Par. My task is done. 

The Princess Catarina appears in place of the White Cat, 
and at the same time J iVGO perceives he holds the hands of 
PALMYSUi, a richly-attired lady in waiting. 

pRiN. And my enchantment's ended 1 

Par. Astonishment 1 

Jin. a lady — fair and tall ! 

I've married somebody, then, aAer all 
Par. Madam, who are you — Quick ! — my fate decide ! 
Prih. I was the White Cat ; I am now your bride — 

Of course, provided you have no objectioa 
Par. Madam, you are what I have sought — Perfection. 
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Peik. I am the daughter of a monarch great, 
Who died and left me at the age of eight 
To an old fairy's care. By her contracted 
To a vile dwarf, I almost went distracted 
When at fifteen, a Prince beheld and woo'd me ; 
They killed him as I told you ; — then pursued me, 
And into cats transformed me and my friends, 
Or left of some only the hands. Here ends 
My story : for the rest, sir. of ray tale, 
You have cut short yourself. 

Pah. Sweet Princess, hail, 

And reign for ever in this happy heart ! 

Prim. Come, let us for your fWher's court depart. 
Your brothers are just entering the city. 
With two princesses, wondrous fair and witty. 

Jin. How shall we travel though — with each a bride ? 
Your gig will never carry four inside. 

Prin. Oh, I have now my proper coach of state, 
And yonder my transfoimed attendants wait, 
In rich attire to dazzle all beholders. 
With each their cast-off cat-skin on their shoulders ; 
The fairy railroad station is hard by, 
And by the fast train our vast train shall fly ! 

{Exeunt Prince and Princess, Jingo and Lady) 



Scene Fourth. — Gates of the Capital City of Nevermindits- 



Enter in proceision : Prince Precious and Prince Placid, 
witk their Brides, meeting the King, Minister, and 
Officers of his Court. 

Pre. Permit me, sire, my chosen bride to hand ye ; 
The daughter of the King of Sugar-Candy. 
" She's all my fancy painted her " — and you 
Reguired, nearly 
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King. Nearly, %\i, won't da 

Still, with respect due to such rank, we greet 
Her Sugar-Candy Highness, and her iuife. 

Pla. Sir, I can say no more than said my brother. 
Here is my choice ; we doat on one another, 
And give up kingdoms for each others' sakes ; 
Her sire is Emperor of all the Cakes, 

King. Your resignation proves that you must be 
The greatest cake he in his land could see ! 
But who comes here in such alarming state? 

Enter Prince Paragon with Princess, Jingo, and Ladv 
PALMHVji, attended. 

Jin. Prince Paragon, with mate, to give check-mate ! 
King, That boy will be the death of me, I vow ! 
Par, Father, behold a princess, on whose brow 

My half-crown I should almost blush to place. 
Ring. Don't do it then, my child, in any case. 

We won't insist — we'll reign a little longer ; 

These two last years I've really felt much stronger ! 
Par. Great sir, your crown I shall no longer need, 

For to her royal father's I succeed ; 

She's heiress to six kingdoms — more by three 

Than will suffice for us — so begs through me 

To offer to my brothers one a-piece, 

And with the third your own realms to increase. 
King. My darling ! Oh, that's quite another story ! 

(to Minister) I always said this boy would be my 
glory. 
MiN. You did, my liege, and I agreed with you, 
King. Uncompromising man, you always do ! 

Daughter-in-law, come to the old King's arms. 
Par. You'd scarce believe the owner of such charms 

Was for live years a poor little white cat t 
King. Don't tell me what she was ; what matters 
that? 

See what she is ! — I love her ! — Puss or no Puss ! 
Par. Here ends the tale, — " Finis coronat, O-puss /" 
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Finale. 



Come, let us dance and sing, 

While aU the City bells shall ring, 

Long life to eveiything ! 

And our " White Cat " to boot ! 

We'Ubegay 

If our play 

Is by ^ou approv'd to-day ! 

Let kind hands still, 

Do her will, 

And foes as mice be mute 1 
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FORTUNIO, 



HIS SEVEN GIFTED SERVANTS; 



A FAIRY EXTRAVAGANZA, 



FiiEt peribnned at the Theatre RotbI, Diuiy Lane (under the 

management of Mr. Macready), on Easter Monday, 

Apiil I7tb, 1S43. 
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FORTUNIO, 



HIS SEVEN GIFTED SERVANTS. 



This Extravaganza, founded on the Countess D'Alnoy s 
fairy tale, BdU~~BiUe ou U Chhialier Fortuni, thanks 
to the excellence of the story, as well as to the admir- 
able interpretation it received from a company, with one 
exception, entirely unaccustomed to this peculiar species 
of entertainment, achieved a brilliant success, to the surprise 
of many whose vaticinations had been pretty widely circu- 
lated through the gossip of the green-rooms. Nor were the 
prophets of evil wholly without justification for their appre- 
hensions. The name of Madame Vestris was for the first 
dme absent fi'om the cast, and the omission was, not un- 
naturally, considered fatal Madame Vestris, who had raised 
the Theatre Royal, Covent Garden, once more to the rank it 
held in the days of the Kembles, and paid her heavy rent to 
the shilling during two triumphant seasons, in consequence Oj 
the deficit of ;£6oo in the payment of a sum of as many 
thousands, was, with the usual liberality and good policy of 
proprietors of theatres in general, denied the opportunity of 
recouping herself from losses caused by a roost exceptional 
circumstance, and coolly bowed out of the building. She 
and her husband having accepted the offer of an engage- 
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ment from Mr. Macieady for the following season at Dniiy 
Laoe, I followed the fortunes of my old friends, and wrote 
for them the comedy of "The Follies of a Night," in which 
they appeared 5th October, 1843; but some disagreement 
unfortunately arising between them and Mr. Macieady before 
Christmas, they left Drury Lane abruptly and transferred 
their services to Mr. Benjamin Webster, then lessee of 
the Haymarket Having however, agreed with Mr, 
Macready to write the Easter piece for him, I felt 
bound to decline an offer from Mr. Webster to write one for 
the Haymarket, notwithstanding the advantage I should 
have derived from Madame Vestris being then in his com- 
pany. I did not consider that her quarrel with Mr. Mac- 
ready justified me in breaking my word to him ; and although 
he very handsomely offered to release me from my promise 
in consequence of the lady's defection, I assured him of my 
intention to fulfil it to the best of ray ability if it were agree- 
able to htm that I should do sa He eagerly and warmly 
thanked me, and the following Easter saw the production 
of one of the most popular of my extravaganzas, and the 
first unassociated with the name of Madame Vestris. Much 
as I regretted being deprived of her services, I could not 
but rejoice that it gave an opportunity to a charming 
young actress to come to the front in this class of enter- 
tainment I need scarcely mention the name of Priscilla 
Horton, now Mrs, German Reed, I remember perfectly 
well Mr. Winston, at that period secretary of the recently- 
formed Garrick Club, and who was notorious as a " oiseau 
dt mauvais augure," crossing King Street, Covent Garden, one 
day in Passion Week, to condole with me on my misfor- 
tune in having to entrust my piece to "a pack of 
nobodies." Amongst these "nobodies" was an agreeable 
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youDg comedian, and subsequently a popular s 
Power in the personation of Irish characters — Mr. Hudson, 
who had recently sustained most satisfactorily the part of 
Philip, Dulce of Orleans, in my comedy, "The Follies of a 
Night." He was fortunately the possessor of a pleasant 
tenor voice, which rendered him particularly valuable in an 
extravaganza, and I therefore wrote a song for him, " Oh, 
the d^ys that we got tipsy in," which proved one of the hits 
of the evening. Another nobody was Morris Bamett, after- 
wards celebrated for his perfonnance of " Monsieur 
Jacques" and other French characters. It was 
absurd to call Mrs. Charles Jones nobody ; for indepen- 
dently of her being a lady of ample dimensions, she was a 
favourite with the public as a " singing old woman," and 
possessed a rich vein of dry, comic humour. The lady- 
in-waiting upon her was the present Mrs. Alfred 
Wigan ; and amongst the " seven gifted servants " were 
some of the best pantomimists of the day, including Tom 
Matthews, the clown, generally admitted to be the legitimate 
successor to the celebrated GrimaldL Nevertheless, I was 
naturally anxious, for with the exception of Selby, who was 
to personate the Emperor Matapa (Mrs. Wigan having but 
a few lines to .speak), not one of these really good 
performers had ever appeared in extravaganza, and were, 
like all conscientious artists, actually more nervous 
than I was. The confidence of all of us increased 
during the progress of the rehearsals, which were most 
energetically and judiciously superintended by Macready 
himself, who thought highly of the piece, and entered into 
the true spirit of it with a zest that was as surprising to his 
company as it was beneficial to the representation. He 
knew everyone's part, and aaed each in turn, to my great 
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delight and the infinite amusement of Miss Helen Faucit, 
who sat almost daily on the stage and encouraged us all by 
her unaffected enjoyment of the dialogue, rendered much 
more whimsical by the seriousness of the delivery and the 
apparently total unconsciousnesss of its absurdity. A hope, 
therefore, which I had secretly nourished, almost " ^^ainst 
hope," was happily realised. Taking their cue from the 
great tragedian, who, like all the greatest tragedians I ever 
knew, might have been an almost greater comedian, every- 
one in the piece acted as they would have done in any 
ordinary comedy, melo-drama, or opera. No one went out 
of his way to be funny, and the result was one of the most 
triumphant successes I was ever gratified by. 

One melancholy event is associated with the many agree- 
able recollections of the production of " Fortunia" Miss 
Clara Webster, a pretty and graceful young dancer, who 
played Volante, and ran the race with Lightfoot, was subse- 
quently burned to death by her dress taking fire on the 
stage of Bniry Lane Theatre during the performance of a 
ballet, 14th December, 1S44. Her sprightly and intelligent 
personation of the daughter of Matapa — her first, I believe, 
speaking part — gave promise of future advancement in her 
profession, which was unhappily terminated by this terrible 
catastrophe. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONS, &c. 



ACT FIRST.— SCKNI I. 

Market Cross and Dilapidated Mansion of Baron 
Dunover. 
THE PROCLAMATION. 
Baron DuNovEk (a Noblemoji in difficulties) Mr, Morris Baknett 
Hon. Miss Pertina (his eldest Daugbtei) ... Mrs. Newcoubb 
Hon. Miss Flirtina (his second Daughtei) ... Miss Ellis 
Hon. Miss Mvrtina (his jroungeat Daughtei, 
assamiog (he Name and Anns of Farfunia by 

Royal ^ly Licence) Miss P. Horton 

Herald Mr. S. Jones 

Pursuivants, Townspeople, &c. 

Scene i.—ffAtTNT OF THE FAIRIES. 
A soit of Willis's Rooms, or Rooms of the Willis, with the Dattois 

Quadrille. 
The Fairy Favourable (Elfin Queen, and Lady 

Patroness) MRS. SEKJ.E 

MONS. BuuBLE (a Wood Bee Colinet, Conductor 

of the Band] Master Buzby 

Fairies, &c 

CoiiRASE (a learned Horse) By a real Arabian 

THE SEVEN GIFTED SERVANTS. 

Stronqback Mr. Howell 

LicHTFOOT Mr. C.J. Smith 

Marksman Mr. Bender 

Fine-Ear Mr. Hancb 

Boisterkr Mr. Mellon 

GoRMAHS Mr.T.Matthews 

Tipple Mr. Yarnold 

Scene 3.— APARTMENT IN THE PALACE. 
THE PRESENTATION. 
King Alfourite {sumamed"The AmiBble,"a 

perfect specimen of the iMoi^'/^r' in riMdii} ... Mr, HUDSON 
Princess Vindicta (his haJf-siater, "a liltle 

more than kin— and much less than kind ") ... Mrs. C. Jones 

Prime Minister Mr. Waldron 

I^RD IN Waiting Mr. Gilbeich 

Florida (Lady-in-Waiting on the Princess) ... Mrs, A. Wican 

Face Mr. Harcourt 
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Scene ^—Court-Yard of the Palace, with Royal Staples 
anS Gardens. 



ACT SECOND.— ScBNB i. 
Ifall of Audience in the PalcKe of the Emperor Matapa. 

THE EMBASSY. 
The Euperok Matapa (sunumed " The 
Merciless," "Cousin to Ihe Great Beu," &c., 
&c.— a terrible sample of Ihe farliler in ri)... Mr. Selbv 
The Princess Volante (his daughter—a high 

mettled racer) Miss Clara Webster 

Grand Chamberlain Mr. Roberts 

Captain OF THE Guard Mr. Stanton 

Nobles, Guards, Ladies of the Court, &c. 

EATING FOR A WAGER. 

Scene 2. — Another Apartment in the Palace. 

Scene z.~-THE ORANGE WALK. 

THE RACE. 

[Extract from " Dorling's Correct Card."] 



. Volante, daughter to Matapa Light Blue — Black Cap. 

. Lord Fortunio, names Ljghtfoot ... Scarlet — White Cap. 

"Once round the Course, and a Distance." 

Scene ^—THE RIVER SIDE. 



Scene 5. — Apartment in the Palcue of King Alfourite. 

THE EXPRESS. 

Scene 6. — The Royal Gardens and Treasure Trm<e. 

THE DENOUEMENT. 



n,g,t,7rJM,GOOglC 



SEVEN GIFTED SERVANTS. 



"HER MAJESTTS (GIFTED) SERVANTS," 

THOSE UBMBERS OF THE LATE 

DRURY LANE COMPANY 

BY WHOSE EXERTIONS 

THIS PIECE 

(OF NONSENSE) 

HAS ACHIEVED SUCH WONDERS, 

IT IS NOW 

MOST RESPECTFULLY INSCRIBED 



THE AUTHOR. 



Brvmplcn CresemI, 

July 6tk, 1S43. 
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Scene First. — A Market Cms — 7S« House and Garden 
of Baroh Dumovzr. 

Heralds and Populace discoverti — Baron Dunover 
and his three Daughters — Grand Nourish. 

Herald. King Alfourite thus makelh proclamation — 
Whereas, without the slightest provocation, 
The Emperor Matapa, in two battles, 
Has dnibb'd our troops and stole our goods and 

chattels, 
It is decreed that forthwith every man 
Who has got arms shall bear them if he can : 
And if he can't, he must produce the stumpy, 
And not by no manner of means look grumpy. 
Turn out, or fork out— fight or pay you must ! 
Up with your banners, or down with your dust. 
Before the throne your purse or person fling, 
Within three days — unless you wish to swing ! 
A special edict — so " Long live the King !" 

Chorus — " Norma." 

People. Well I if this isn't a precious go, 
We should be glad what is to know ; 
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Fight or be fined, unless you've a mind 
Just to be hang'd for treason ! 

Pray, sir, excuse the liberty, 

But is not this some joke ? 
Herald. No I 

Soon you will find it's Hobson's choice 

Brave Volunteers — you mvst enioll 1 

Or pay your duty to the King — 
So settle which you please on. 
People Well, I'd as soon be hang'd as &11 

Fighting for any reason ! 

So to secure his capital. 

We must reduce our own. 

{Exeunt Herald and Populace; 
Baron. What's to be done ? Alas ! the heavy day ! 

Too old to fight and much too poor to pay. 

Bear aims I can't — indeed, opposed to strife, 

I never could beai arms in all ray life I 

A tender youth, the task of drilling bored me — 

A carpet knight, the least exertion floored me 1 

A cripple now, to Court I can't stump down. 

And to stump up, I haven't half a-crown. 

I have no son my substitute to be — 

My family consists of daughters three, 

All grown-up girls, whose fortunes are their charms ; 

So that I haven't e'en a child in arms ! 

How to 'scape hanging — hang me if I know ! 
MvR. My dearest father, pray don't take on so ; 

Meet like a man your fortune, good or ill ! 

Or if you can't, why then your daughter will ! 
Per. What 1 like a man t 
Myr. Aye, sister, like a man : 

The only way that help him now I can. 

A coat and waistcoat I intend to sport, 

And be iny father's deputy at Court 
Per. You? 
Fur. You? 

Baron. With gratitude I'm almost mute ! 

What, daughter ! you become my substitute ? 
Per. But should they make you fight ? 
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Myr. To fight I'm willing. 

IVe oft been told that I look very killing. 
Flir. You storm a fortress ? 
Per. Or besiege a town ? 

Myr. Before one I can easily sit down. 
Baron, You mount a breach ? 
Myr. Oh, sir, experience teaches, — 

I mean at once to mount a pair of breaches I 
Per. {aside) So, so, — but two can play, miss, at this game. 

Why should this forward chit have all the fame? 

I'm quite as bold as she is. 111 be bound, 

And will shew legs with her for twenty pound ! 
Flir. {aside) In male attire should I not cut a figure P 

I'm taller than Myrtina — aye, and bigger ! . 

I don't much fancy handling sword or dagger, 

But I'd engage as like a man to swa^er ! 
Per. {aside) To get a suit I'll pawn the table spoons ! 

(Exit info house) 

Fur. {aside) I'll spout the tea-pot and buy pantaloons ! 

{Exit into house) 

Baron. (A? Myrtina) Fortune your filial piety will bless, 
But what, my darling, wilt you do for dress 7 

MvR. Why, there's your old Court suit, papa, you know, 
All the gold lace was stripp'd off long ago, 
But still the cloth's not much the worse for wear, 
And there's enough of it, and some to spare ! 
Grant me that suit 

Baron. Your suit is granted. You 

Shall have my sword — that's quite as good as new. 
For I have never drawn it since I bought it ! 
Yes — once by chance — when 'twixt my legs I caught it 

Myr. Talking of legs — you'U add your boots, of course? 

Baron. Yes, and my spurs — would I could add my horse. 

Myr. So of your wardrobe give me quick the key. 

Baron gives key, and Mvrtina enters house and returns 
with the suit, which the Baron examines during his solo. 

Baron. How dull without her this old house will be. 
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DuBT— ^(V — " Rifw gmUy here, my Gondolier." 

Baron. When you, my dear, 
Are gone, dull here 

The days will seem to glide; 
But let us hear. 
By post, my dear, 

Whate'er may you betide. 
My doublet take, — {aside) Tis quite as well — 

The skirts are gone, I see : 
For now no tails it has to tell 

Of where it went with me ! 
Myr. Now rest thee here. 
My father dear. 

Mush 1 hush ! for up I go. 
To put a. light 
Silk pair of tight 

Etcsteras on below. 
Oh, if I look, in male attire, 

But half as well as he 
I saw one night dance on the wire, 

What an angel I shall be I 

{Exeunt into house) 



Scene Second. — 734* Fairies Haunt — A Picturesque Glen 
— Fairies diseovered dancing " Le Danois Quadriiy — A 
Fairy Band,^ la C0linet,seated on a liank, and the Queen 
OF THE Fairies attended. 

Chorus to the Quadrille, "Le Sanois." 

Here in our human shape, 

We pass the summer day quadrilling 
Like mortals, whom we ape. 

Into the fashion falling. 
No more in " Fairy Ring " 

Would well-bred Fay to dance be willing ; 
"Grande Ronde" is now the thing — 

When such a figure calling. 
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Here, 'Us " Pastorale," 

" La Trenise," " Finale," 

All " L'Ete," 

Tis " Balance!," 

Or " Promenade," till Pistolet 

Pops off — and off pop we — 

To music thrilling 
Led by the humming bee. 
Our Elfin Colinet ! 

Fairy. Break offl — my fairy nose a mortal smells ! 
Creep into acom-cups and cowslip-bells ! 
Make yourselves scarce ! 

Musk — Fairies disperse and vanish into flowers, (re — one 
sticks fast. 

How DOW, you clumsy lout 1 
Is that the way you pull a flower about ? 
A pretty fairy 'pen my word. Pray who 
D'ye think's to sleep in that rose after you ? 
Crumpling the leaves in this untidy way I 

{putting them to rights') 
Now, get you in, you naughty, naughty fay ! 

(beating him) 
And here — ^whose wing is this ? Pray hold it up ! 
You can't be cramp'd for room sure in that cup 1 
I'm quite ashamed of you, I do declare t 
You're not a morsel like the elves you were, 
But that your dress from common habits varies. 
No soul on earth could fancy you were fairies 1 
As I'm your Queen, by my stop watch, I've reckon'd. 
You've ta'en to vanish more than half a second ! 
Who is't that comes ?— agirl in male attire ! 
She needs my aid — does she deserve'! ? — I'll try her. 
^tisic — Fairy Queen retires behind trees} 

Enter Pertina,j'« bi^s clothes. 

Per. Of Miss Myrtina I have got the start — 
I feel convinced that I can play my part I 
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In dress and manner I am quite the beau, 
No one would take me for a girl, I know 1 

Mmie — Trea open and discover Fairy Queen dressed as an 
old Shepherdess, bending-over some broken ground. 

Fairy, Oh, dear ! oh, dear ! — what shall I do ? — oh, dear ! 

Per. Heyday 1 — why what old beldame have we here 

Fairy, {advances) Oh, noble sir, — for you can be no less, 
Help an old woman who's in great distress. 
My lamb has fallen into this ditch, and I 
Can't get it out, — help me, or it will die ! 

Per. I help to pull a sheep out of a ditch ? 

D'ye Kike me for a butcher, you old witch! 

Fairy. I take you for a pert, hard-hearted girl! 

Oh, you need not your false moustaches twirl ! 
You feign to be a man, — why, who with eyes 
Could fail to see through such a poor disguise 7 

Per. Discover'd ! — Shame ! — I'll try to bluster. Zoons ! 

Fairy. Oh, come — no airs — who pawned her father's 
spoons ? 

(Pertina shrieks and runs out) 

Ha, ha, ha, ha ! I think that was a twister ! 
Another step— aye — this must be a sister. 

{musie) 
Enter Flirtina. 

Flir. I've stolen out by the back door — ^what sport ! 

In this dress I shfdl cut out all the Court 
Fairy. Alack-a-day ! alack-a-day I 
Flir. How now ? 

What do you mean by making such a row ? 
Fairy. Oh, sir, my lamb has fellen into this pool. 

And will be drowned ! 
Fur. Well, serve you right, old fool I 

Why don't you take more care ? 
Fairy, {advances) Alack, good youth. 

Lend me a helping hand, 
Flir. Who, /, forsooth ? 
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Do I look like a clown for such work fit ? {looks at 
her legs) 
Fairy. You look like what you are — a vain young chit, 

A silly girl, as any one can see. 
Fur, {aside) Provoking ! — can they really ? It can't be I 

{aloud) Harkey, old hag^ 

Fairy. Take care what you're about 

Who put her father's tea-pot up the spout? 

(Flirtina shrieks and runs out) 

Ha, ha, ha, ha ! So much for t'other ! — stay — 

Here comes a third — lef s hear what she will say. 

Music — Enter Myrtina, as FoRTUNia 

Myr. This is the road, I think — I hope to get 

Clear of rtiis wood before the sun shall set. 

Or wicked wags will sneer, and say delighted, 

A would-be knight was in a wood benighted ; 

So let me speed 
Fairy. dear, what shall I do ? 

Myr, Hey-day, some poor old soul, in trouble too ! 

I can't pass on and leave her sobbing so ; 

What is the matter, Goody, may I know ? 
Fairy. Bless thy kind heart, young man ; my pretty sheep 

Has fellen into the water, 
Myr. Well, don't weep. 

'Tis still alive ; and I have little doubt. 

By hook or crook, that we can get it out. 

Here, lend a hand, {a chord) 
Fairy, {appearing in her own shape) I will, but it shall be 

To help you, charming girl, as you would me. 

Be not alarmed, I am your friend, sweet maid ; 

Although discovered, you are not betrayed 

I know your errand, and its motive pure. 

And will assist your fortune to secure. 

Of many things I see you stand in need : 

A better wardrobe, and a gallant steed 

{stamps — music — a leather trunk rises) 

Lo ! in this Turkey leather trunk you'll find 

Cash, jewels, arms, and dresses to your mind ; 
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You've but to stamp, wherever you may be, 

And at your feet this trunk you're sure to see. 

Now for a horse, {waves her wand — Mtaic—fart of the 
wood opens, and discovers a hone, richly 
caparisoned) Behold one in a trice. 

Perfect in all his paces, free from vice. 

And warranted to carry a lady ; never 

In fairy land was known a horse so clever. 

He knows all things, past, present, and to come, 

And eats but once a week ! 
MvR. The poor dear dumb 

Fairy. Dumb ! — he can speak ; whole sentences can say. 

While common steeds can only utter "Nay." 

Taught elocution by a necromancer, 

Ho horse your purpose half so well could artswer. 
Myr. Well, I have oft heard mention of a stalking-horse. 

But never till this hour of a talking horse. 

Pray, may I ask what name he answers to P 
Fairy. Comrade. 

Myr, Dear Comrade, tell me how d'ye da 

Horse. I'm pretty well, I thardt ye ; how are you ? 
Myr. Charming ! delightful ! what articulation ! 

Without the slightest hsp or hesitation ! 

I should have thought a horse had spoken hoarser. 
Fairy. His language is not course, though he's a courser. 

And, apropos of names, your own should be 

Fortunio, since you've a friend in me. 
For. Of proper names 'twould be the one most proper; 

But who is that man yonder, with a chopper ? 
Fairy. A woodman, who cuts down five hundred trees 
And carries them upon his back with ease. 
You'd better hire him. 
For. Surely, if I can. {musie} 

Enter Strongback. 

Harkye, d'ye want a porter's place, youn^ man ? 
STROMa I don't much mind. What wages, sir, give you ? 
For. Whate'er you please. 
Strong. Well, I think— that will do. 
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For. To cany messages you won't refuse ? 

SrRONa ni cany anything on earth you choose. 

For. Your name is 

STRON& Strongback. 

For, Strongback, you're my man. 

Strong. Your carrier pigeon or your Pickford's raa 

Fairv. Here comes another g^ed fellow. 

For. Pray, 

Why has he tied his legs in that queer way ? 

Fairv. because his speed is swifter than the wind, 
And when he hunts he leaves the game behind, 
Unless with ribbons he his legs can fetter. 

For. Shall I engage him ? 

Fairv. Yes — you can't do better. 

(music) 

Enter Ligmtpoot, his Up tied with rit>bms. 

For. Young man, I want a running footman ; say — 

Will you take service ? 
Light. Yes, and bless the day, 

For I'm in great distress. 
For. How came you so ? 

Light, {whispering) Outran the constable j lived fast, you 

know. 
For. Well, you shall have a quarter in advance. 
Light. Oh, sir, to serve you I'd run any chance. 
Fairy. Yonder's a man who may be useful, toa 
For. Why does he bind his eyes ? 
Fairv, The less to view. 

His name is Marksman, and whene'er he fires. 

He kills more game than any one requires ; 

For objects full five leagues off he can see. 
For. Oh dear, but that may very awkward be ; 

I'm bound for Court, you know, and who can tell 

What mischief he may make who sees so well? 
Fairv, Oh, but he never talks of what he sees ; 

He's too sharp^hted. 
For. Then my mind's at ease. 

{music) 
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Enter Marksman, his r/es bandaged. 

An archer blindfold — why you must be Cupid ! 
Marks. Indeed, sir, I'm not anything so stupid. 
For. {aside to Fairy) " Sir /" He can't see that I'm a girt, 

that's clear. myju'' 

Fairy, {aside) He can ; but sees you wouldn't one appear. 
For. Well, as your sight's so good, pray can you see 

Any objection, friend, to serving me ? 
Mark& {taking bandage from eyes) None in the least 
For. Then we're agreed. And now, 

{to Fairy) Madam, 111 make you my most gratefiil 
bow. 
Fairy. Stay ! you have but three servants. 
For. Need I more ? 

Fairy. You must have seven ; here come the other four. 

The first, who on the ground himself is throwing, 

Has ears so fine he hears what grass is growing. 
For. He's still more dangerous, unless discreeter ; 

So good a watch may make a bad repeater. 
Fairy. Oh, you may trust him. There's the second, bbiring 

To set yon mills, full six miles off, a-going. 
For. a famous fellow he, the wind to raise, 

So often done by puffing, now-a-days. 

{^taii) 
Enter Fine-ear and Boisterer. 

Fairy. The other two will make your suite complete ; 
One any given quantity can eat, 
The other drink the sea dry, if you please. 

For. Mercy ! and ought I to engage both these ? 

Fairy. You'll want them 

For. Well, theyll be expensive pages ; 

I think I'd better put them on board wages. 

(mum) 

Enter GoKAtxm a«if Tippler, and areengaged by 

FORTUNia 

Fairy. For each you'll find a sumptuous livery 

Within this trunk. 
For. Indeed ; but where's the key? 
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Fairy, In Comrade's ear you'll see a ribbon greea 

For. {finding it) I've got it ! {opens trunk — the Servants 

take out liveries and a rich dress for Fortunio, 

sword, jewels, &'c., during chiir us) 
Fairy. Now to Court — see and be seen ! 

[music — Fairies re-appear in all dirations) 
Chorus — " Oberon." 

Speed, mortal, speed ! Seven soon will chime, 
Youll just arrive in pudding time ! 

{a bank on one side changes to a car, in which the 
Fairy Queen ascends, and as Fortunio puts 
his foot in the stirrup to mount the horse, the scene 
closes on the tableau) 



Scene Third.— CAawfAsr in the Palace of ViiHG Alfourite. 

Enter King, leading the Princess, attended by His Minister, 
a Lord-in-Waiting, and Florida, lad^s maid to the 
Princess. 

King. Hang out our banners on the outward walls I 

The cry is still they come. 
Prin. Yet no one calls, 

Even to say they can't come. 
MiN. Not a soul 

Has yet appeared who will his name enroll, 

Nor who will pay his money ; all hang back. 
Prin. They should all hang together, in a crack. 
KiMa Hang all my subjects ! that would be too crueL 

We must have patience. 
Prin. Yes, and water gruel, 

For that 'twill come ta Neither men nor money 

To cany on the war ! A mighty funny 
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Figure youll cut ! Oh, Minister of State, 

How long d'ye think a monarch ought to wait 

Before he puts himself into a passion. 

When he's fobb'd off in this rebellious fashion? 
MiK. Madam, I think his gracious Majesty 

Is fai too patient 

Prin. So do I 

Lord. And L 

Flor. And I. If I were you, my royal liege. 

The very lives out of the rogues I'd squeege ! 
King. That would be screwing them a deal too tight 

No, no ; you're all four wrong, I'm Al-four-iU I 
PaiN. Aye, joke, that's right, whilst ruin's o'er you hovering; 

You'll change your note, sir, when they change their 
sovereign. 
King. Let's change the subject, if not your opinions. 
pRlN. I'd hang the rebels up in strings. 
Flor. IJke inions! 

King. My people are my children. 
Prin. Yes, and purely 

You'll spoil them. 
Kma Better than despoil them, surely. 

In short, the proclamation was too strong. 
Prin, Too weak, in short, as you will find ere long. 
King. Patience, I say. Still hope I fondly nourish. 
Prin. Nothing within your realm will ever flourish. 

{trumpet with/mt} 
King. D'ye call that nothing ? Sure, that flourished bravely- 

Enter a Page. 

Good news, or bad, that thou com'st in so gravely ? 
Page. Fortunio, a young and noble knight, 

Craves audience of the great King Alfourite. 
King. Desire the gentleman to walk upstairs. 
Prin. " Walk up I " — such jargon showmen use at fairs. 

{to Pace) Let him approach. 

{Exit Page) 
Consider, sir, your state. 
King. I do, and think it very bad of late. 
Prin. You're so undignified ! I blush for you. 
King. Sister, you've dignity enough for two. 
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Enter FoRTUNio, richly attired, 

Flor. {aside) Oh, Gemini ! Oh, ivkai a. nice young man ! 

(A> Princess) Look, madam. 
Prin. I am, looking through my fan. 

For. {kneeling) Sire, for my father 'tis my humble wish, a 

Substitute, to serve in your militia. 
King, {raising him) Most sensible of your polite attention. 

Do you tale snuff? {offering pinch) 
For. {aside) Amazing condescension ! 

KiNa Fine weather 

For. {bffwing) Very. 

King. Have you seen the comet ? 

For. No, sire, {aside) But feel as if I'd just dropp'd from it 
Prin. Oh, Florida, I'm captivated quite 1 

In all my days I n^er saw such a knight. 
Flor. {aside) The finest knight that ever I did see. 

If she's in love with him, good night to me. 
For. (aside) I've lost my heart, as sure as anything ! 

I never saw a king so good-looi)w^. 
KiHa {aside) No age could ever boast a youth so pretty; 

That he is not a girl 'tis quite a pity. 

If I could find a &ir one half so fair, 

I'd marry her to-morrow, I declare. 
Prin. Brother, I'm sure you couldn't have the heart 

To see this stripling to the wars depart 

He's much too young and handsome (fc Fortunio) 
You shall be 

Groom of the Bedchamber, Sir Knight, to me. 
King. Nay, he shall office in my household take, 

Fortunio Lord Treasurer we make. 

For. Lord Treasurer I for such an office, sure 

MiN. {aside to him) Fear not, at present 'tis a sinecure. 
For. Ah 1 then indeed, if there is nought to do, 

I may be quite as capable as you. 
King. Your duty you will learn in half a minute; 

Tis but to hold a purse — there's nothing in it 
Prin, Youll eat your mutton with us, sir, to-day, 
KiNa And crack a bottle in a friendly way. 
For. I crack a bottle ! Sire, I'd venture, biit 

I fear I couldn't without being cut; 
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And now-a-days, save at some public spread, 
Wine's never suffered to get in one's head. 
King. No, times are changed ; I think it quite provoking 
That in my reign there is SO little soaking I 

Song — King — Air — " The days that we went gi^syittg." 

Oh, the days that we got tipsy in — a long time ago, 
Were certainly the jolliest a man could ever know ! 
We drank champagne from glasses lon^ and hock &om 

goblets green, 
And nothing like a cup of tea was ever to be seen. 
All night we passed the wine, nor dreamed of hyson or 

pekoe 
In the days that we got tipsy in — a long time ago. 

Oh, those were days of bumper toasts, or salt-and-water fine, 
Broil'd bones and devil'd biscuits, three-times-three and 

nme-times-nine i 
When underneath the table you were bound your guest 

to land, 
And no man rose to go — till he was sure he couldn't stand ! 
Tea-totallers we'd none to preach 'gainst brandy or 

bordeaux, 
In the days that we got tipsy in— a long time aga 

How changed, alas ! the fashion now — to booze you've 

scarce begun, 
When clattering comes the coffee-tray and all your drink- 

in^s done ; 
Or John mfoitns the gentlemen "he's taken up the tea;" 
And 'twould be voted vulgar quite if drunk a man 

should be. 
A plague upon such sober times — 1 often sigh " Heigho !" 
For the days that we got tipsy m — a long time aga 

Mxit King, attended by Minister and Lord-in- 
Waiting — Princess dismisses Florida, afid 
detains Fortunio, 

Frin. Stay, gentle youth, and hear a Princess own 
A secret — for her breast too mighty grown ! 
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For ten long tedious minutes have I striven 

To quell the pangs by which roy heart is riven ; 

But such prodigious efforts fail at length — 

The constant struggle is beyond my strength. 

I love ! nor care though all the world should know it ; 

And, in the words of our immortal poet, 

Exclaim, " If you love me as I love you, 

" No knife shall cut our love in two ! " 

For. {aside) Pooh — pooh ! 

(aifftui) Madam, respectfully I must decline. 

PRIN. D'ye mean to say, then, that you won't be mine ? 

For. I am too much beneath your Royal Highness. 

Prin, Madness ! Despair ! Yet this may be but shyness. 



I>uff — Air — "Au dair de la Lune." 

Prin. Sir, you can't refuse me, 

Treason it would be 1 
For. Madam, pray excuse me. 

There we don't agree. 
Honour you I can, but 

Wed you — there's the rub ! 
I am not a marrying man, but 
I'll name it at the club. 
Prin. (aside) Yield, O Love, thy crown up, 
And thy hearted throne ! 
In this virgin bosom 

Hate now reigns alone ! 
If all your hairs were lives, 

Young Mr. What-you-call, 

You'll find my great revenge O 

Has stomach for them all ! rg 

For. (aside) If she don't grow more tender, i || 

I " Police " must call ; I ^ 

That I'm a nice young ivoman I 

She don't think at alL J 

(Exeunt Princess and FoRTimio) 
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SCEME Fourth. — Court-yard of the PaUue — Ik the centre a 
large basin of water with Jet iPeau; thi Royal Stables ; the 
Royal Gardens — At back, terrace, with balustrade, beyonei 
which is seen the open country; sunset — Dinner bdl rings. 

Enter FoRTUNia 

For. There's the first dinner-bell, as I'm a sinner ; 
I sbarcely shall have time to dress for dinner. 

Enter CrnzENS and Peasantkv, male and female 

Chorus — ^AiR — " The Campbells are coming." 

The dragon is coming ! oh ! oh ! oh I oh ! 
The dragon is coming I oh I oh I oh I oh I 
The dragon is coming — we really ar'n't humming, 
The dragon is coming ! oh ! oh ! oh ! oh ! 
His mouth is wider than any church door, 
And three miles off you may hear him roar I 
The terrible glutton eats men like mutton. 
And hasn't a notion when he should give o'er I 
Tlie dragon is coming ! oh ! oh ! oh 1 oh ! 

For. a dragon coming! Mercy on us 1 When? 
Crr. Most likely, sir, a little after ten; 

That is about the time he likes to sup. 
For. How pleasant 1 Has he eaten many up ? 
CiT. Whole parishes, and lick'd them clean as plates ; 

And all the toll-men at the turnpike gates. 

His monstrous appetite's beyond belief 

Sir, he has eaten even Tariff beef.* 

If you have any doubts, you've but to stay ! 

Hell clear them all up if he comes this way. 
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Enter King and Princess, attended. 

King. One woe doth tread upon another'E heel, 

Uncommon woe distracts the pubhc weaL 

War of my subjects has destroyed the best, 

And now a dragon will devour the rest ! 
Prin. {asidt) Oh, vengeance ! How's my time 1 (aloud) 
No, brother, no ; 

Fortunio has volunteered to go 

And slay this monster 

For. I ! Well ; did you ever ? 

Upon my word, I never, no I never I 
Frin. He is so modest, it is quite distressing; 

Indeed, he only wants a httle pressing. 
Kma If you would be so kind, upon the nation 

You would confer the greatest obligation ; 

And if, by any chance, I could return 

For. Sir, that's exactly what / wish to learn. 

If I saw any chance of my returning, 

I shouldn't so much mmd 

Prin. (asiiie to King) For ferae he's burning. 

{aloud) We'll go to dinner whilst you do the job. 

And keep some hot for you upon the hob. 
Kraa Thou'lt not say "No," — thy Sovereign supplicates 
thee; 

Go, be our champion ! " Go where glory waits thee 1 " 
(music — Exeunt all but FoRTUNio) 
For. Fine words, I grant, and easy ones to utter, 

But such, the proverb says, " No parsnips butter." 

Now this is all that wicked woman's doing, 

Because I wouldn't listen to her wooing. 

What's to be done ? Why the first thing, of course, 

Take an opinion of my learned horse. 

Comrade, my friend, just look out of your stable, 

And answer me one question, if you're able 

{the horse, CoanjiD^ puts his head out of the stable- 
door) 
Horse. Is it the Com Question ?* Because Fm g^ed 

To speak on one I've seen so often sifted. 

* At tlut period greUl; agitated. 
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For. No. 

Horse. I but joked, for may I draw a wagon, 

If you have not been asked to kill the dragon. 
For. You're right 

Horse. Well, you must do it 

For. Cool, I vow. 

Will you be kind enough to tell me Horn t 
Horse. Call Fine-ear. 
For. Fi 

EnUr Fine-ear, 

Fms. There is no need to bawl, 

I heard, sir, you were just about to call 

What can I do to serve you ? 
Horse. Say how near 

The dragon is. 
Fine, (listening) As well as I can hear, 

About seven leagues, and, it may be, a quarter, 
HoRS£. Let Tippler, then, drink up that pond of water. 

And Strongback bring as much wine as will fill it. 

And when the dragon's dead drunk you can kill it 
For. Sagacious creature I Tippler, Strongback, speed 1 

Sater Tippler and Stroncback. 

Both. Here, master. 

For. Your assistance much I need. 

(to Tippler) Drink this pond dry. 
Tip. Is that all — ia a minute ! 

(gtKi to pottd and begins to drinJc) 
For. {to Strongback) Bring as much wine here as you can 

put in it 
STROMa Yes, sir. (going) 
For. You'll want a cart 

Strong. A cart — for what ? 

For such a job I'd scorn to use a knot. (Ecdt) 

Tip. There, sir — I've mopp'd that up without a wink. 
For. What shall I give you ? 
Tip. What you please to drink. 
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Music- — Re-enter Strongback laden with hogsheads of 



Strong, I think I've brought enough to fill the pond ; 

At all events there's no more wine in bond. 

(roar ■withouf) 
For. Make haste, make haste, for surely by that roar, 

The dragon's nearer by some leagues. 
Fink. Yes — Four. 

For. Then to our posts — he'll do the other three 

In a hop, step, and jump, immediately. 

Quartette — Fortunio, Strongback, Tippler, and 
Comrade — Air — " Master Poll" Midas. 



For. 


Master Drag, 




In spite of his brag, 




Well buffet away from the plain, sir 1 


Strong. 


And I will fight 




With all my might, 


Horse. 


And I with all my mant, sir ! 


Tip. 


And I'll have a rap. 




Though he may snap. 






For. 


m hack ! 


Strong 


l-U whack ! 


Tip. 


ni crack ! 


All. 


Good lack! 




How we'll pepper his scaly old jacket ! 


For. 


In spite of his teeth, 




Above and beneath. 




111 make him his jaw to hold, sir ! 




And teach him to dance 




At the end of my lance. 




As St George did the dragon of old, sir ! 




As soon as he's dead, 




111 cut off his head 1 


Tip. Before 'twould be rather rash, sir ! 


Fob. 


I'll dare I 


Tip. 


I'll tear I 
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STRONa I'll bear 1 

All Oh, rare ! 

And I warrant we'll settle his hash, sir 1 

{meUhirantatic music— it has beame nighi, and 
motmiigii—F oiLTVSio and Servants corueat 
thmsSves— enter the 'Ds.AGOU—/te miffs the mine 
and commences drinking immediately, shews 
symptoms oj intoxication, staggers, reels attd 
faUs) 

HOKSE. Now, master, now 1 

^HfirrFoRTUNio and his Servants armed. 

For. {stabbing the Dragon) " Dead for a ducat, dead." 
Tip. Ill tell the tale— whilst you cut off the head I 

{exit — FoRTONio cuts off the Dragon's head, and 
sticks it on the top of his spear) 
Strong, {taking up the body) I'll bear his body— it's no load 

to brag on. 
For, Mind — it's down hill. 

Strong. No fear — I've got the drag-on. 

Shouts wit/tout— He-enter Tippler, with the rest of 
FoRTUNio's suite — Citizens, Peasantry, <&^, the King, 
the Princess, Nobles, &-c, forming a procession d la 
" Masaniello ") 

C HORUS — ' 'Masaniello. " 

Come, fill to the brim every flagon, 

And dance while a leg's left to wag on ! 
E'en Warwick's old Guy 
But a coward seems nigh. 
To the hero who conquer'd the dragon. 
{they pass round the stage, and Fortunio comes to a half 

before the King) 
Prin. {aside) Confusion ! — conqueror ! the dragon slain 1 
For. {shewing the head to the 'Sima) "Thus perish all that 
gives Alonzo pain."* 

• ZangB in Young's tragedy, " The Revenge." 
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KiHa We can't find words to speak our thanks. 

For. Then don't 

PRIN. (aside) I cannot bear this triumph — and I won't 

K]HC> Money I've none ; and so may truly say, 

" More is thy due than more than all can pay." 

But kings, you know, of honour are the fount, 

And therefore freely honours you shall count — 

Aye, though you're nine at whist ! Yon monster, therCt 

In your own arms we give you leave to bear ; 

And, to prove all the gratitude we feel. 

We'll pass a patent under our great seal, 

Declaring, henceforth, 'tis our royal will. 

That none but you shall dare a dragon kill 1 

Prin. That is, indeed, a privilege most gracious ! 
But, brother, on a deed much more audacious 
Thu youth is bent 

King. Indeed — what — which — when — how ? 

Prin. You'll never guess. 

For. {aside) What is she after now ? 

Prin. His great ambition, brother, is to go 
Ambassador to our most deadly foe; 
He vows, without an army or a navy, 
He'll force the Emperor to cry " Peccavi !" 

For, {aside) Good gracious me ! I go their deadly foe to I 
Where does that wicked woman think sh^U go to ? 

King. Since I can give him nothing, 'tis but just 
1 should refuse him nothing — go he must 

For. But, sire 

King. No thanks, we still shall be your debtor. 

Prin. And so the sooner you set off the better I 

Finale — " Cruda Sorte." 

For. Is she determined to make me a martyr ? 

Does she suppose me Van Amburgh or Carter ?* 
First fight a dragon, then go catch a Tartar, 
Is out of the frying-pan into the fire. 

* The GuDOtu lion tamers. 
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King. If to bis courage he don't fall a manyi, 

He may depend on the first vacant Gaiter 1 
Fight with a dragon, then go catch a Tartar ! 
Tis really much more tlwn he ought to desire. 

Flok. O Etiquette ! to your taws he's a martyr, 

He daren't contradict, though he knows what she's 

First fight a dr^on, then go catch a Tartar, 
Is out of the frying-pan into the fire ! 

Chorus. Never was hero more handsome or smarter. 
Braver he is than Van Amburgh or Carter, 
First fight a dragon, then go catch a Tartar ! 
He certainly next will the Thames set on fire 1 

{Tableau) 



END OF ACT THE FIRST, 
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Scene Yx&si.—Hall of Audiena in the Palace of the 
Ehpekor Matapa — Large gates — The Emferok dis- 
emered seated tm his Throne, attended by his Court, Cham- 
berlain, Officers, and Guard— 2S« Princess Volante 
and her attendant Ladies. 

Emp. Daughter, we're dull — we've got the devils blue I 
Dance and amuse us, as you ought to do ! 

(Volante danees) 
Enough, we're sleep; — sing, and let your numbeTs 
Wrap our imperial soul in gentle slumbers ! 

Chorus — " Away with Melancholy " — (only a few bars) 
swig discordantly, which are interrupted by Emperor. 

Eup. Silence — odds bobs, unless youll all be swii^jing. 

Chau. Great sir — ^you bade us sing 

Emp. D'ye call that singii^? 

It may be for the million ! — hurly-burling ! 

I wouldn't hear it for a million sterling I 

So peace ! or by the hangman's shears bereft 

You shall not have an ear for music left. 
Chau. Great sir, your servants tremble and obey. 
Emp. They'd belter ! 

Enter Officer. 

Well, what have you got to say? 
Off. Most mighty Emperor — King Alfourite — 
Ehf. Ha I what of him ? Does he again shew fight ? 
Off. An envoy from his court has just arrived. 

Who craves an audience; 
Eup. Is the fool nine-lived, 

That thus he ventures into our dominions ? 
Cbam. Perhaps 



n,g,t,7rJM,GOOglC 



ai2 FORTUNIO, AND HIS 

Eicp. Perhaps ! — who asked for 70111 opinions ? 

Go, hang the felloir instantly 

(Omcss ginng) 
No— stay I 

(Officer rthma) 
We fiun would hear what he has got to say, 
Which, if we hang him first, he cannot tell 
Let him approach I — after will do as well 

Mtaic—Enter'SoKmnio with his seven Servants. 

Now speak, young shaver — what's the news with thee ? 
For. Thus, after greeting, speaks my King by me — 

To you, who've boirow'd all his treasure 

Eup. Borrow'd ! 

Chau. a strange banning ! 

Emp. Don't you be soforrardl 

Go on, young gentleman, jou shall be heard. 

Borrovfd, I think you said. 
For, That was my word. 

I thought it not polite to use a stronger. 

His Majesty can't do without it longer. 

And therefore sends me, in a civil way. 

To tell you he must have it back to-day ! 
Emp. What follows if we disallow of this ? 
For. His Majesty will take it much amiss. 
Emp. On this fool's errand have you come alone ? 
For. I've seven servants with me, of my own. 

{all tht Servants bow) 
Emp. You are a pleasant man for a small party ! 

Our wrath is smothered by our laughter hearty. 



My Lord Ambassador, you've had your jest, 
'Tis now our turn — we grant your small request, 
On one condition — find, within this hour, 
A man who, for his breakfast, shall devour 
All the new bread baked in this town to-day. 

For. Agreed (aside) Here's luck ! 

Emp, Do you know what you say ? 

For. Most perfecdy. 
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Emp. Oh, very well, well see. 

Take heed ; if but a crumb uneaten be, 

Into a red-hot oven I will thrust ye, 

And bake ye all, alive ! 
For. How very crusty 1 

Emp. (to Officer) Go, pile the bread up in the Falace- 
couit; 

Here, from our throne, we will behold the sport 
(Exit Officer with some Guards — the Eupexob retires vf, 

with his state) 
For. Well, I am pretty easy on this head. 

Gonnand (Goruand advanas), I hope you haven't 
breakfasted. 
GOR. Why, sir, I ate a round of beef at ten, 

But haven't made a meal I don't know when. 
For. Can you eat all the new bread in this city ? 
GOK. liOrd ! If I couldn't, air, 'twould be a pity — 

And all the stale besides, just to complete it 

The job's to get one's bread, sir, not to eat it 
For. You're sure ? 
GoR. Don't be alarmed, sir, if s all right ; 

A round of beef just whets my appetite. 
For. I joy to hear you say so. I declare 

Bread's rising very fast in yonder square. 
GOR. "Twill ML much faster, sir, when I fall on it 
For. 1 hope so, for our lives depend upon it 

(looking ottt) They're bringing rolls and twists — all 
smoking hot 
GOR. They cant bring such a twist as I have got 

(the Chamberlain advanas) 

7^ celebrated Duet, " Tell me where is Faney Bread!' 
Amnged for 73ne Voices, by an Irish CompoMi. 

FoRTUNio, Chamberlain, and Goruand. 



Chah. \ Tell me, tell me, 
For. ) Tell me, tell me, 

New, dy'e fancy bread ? 

Smc^ng hot, from oven red— 
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Or prefer you stale instead ? 
Reply, reply, reply. 
GoR. "Tis all the same, sir, in my eye — 
On both I've fed, and fancy size 
In the loaf is all I prize. 

For. \ '^^ ^ ^^ same, sir, in his eye, &c. 

/ Let tbem bring all the stale as well, 

^"" j He'll i ^ " it- *"& ^°^> ^" ' 

7^ gates t^ the back are opened, arid several enormous piles of 
loaves are seen in the court-yard, an a large tadle or 
platform. 

Eup. There is the bread — now where's your man ? 
For. He's here. 

Eup. Why, fellow, can you all that table clear ? 
GoR. I'll do my best your Majesty to please, 

But if you would just add 

Eup. Hal 

GoR. A little cheese. 

Emf. Dost mock us, villain P Eat all that, or die ! 
GoR. Oh, sir, it's quite a pleasure to comply. 

{music — GoRUAND devours the bread) 

Chorus — EuFEROR and Courtiers — (Corelli) 

What a gulp 1 oh, goodness, gracious ! 
Never wolf was so voracious ! 
Quartern loaves like pills to swallow ! 
Here's a chap beats Dando * hollow ! 

Only see, 

Goodness gracious ! 
How capacious 
Must his bread-room be t 
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FoRTUNio and Servants. 

Down he crams 'em, smoking hot, 
What a famous twist he's got I 

(During this chorus Gokmand dtmoliskes all the 
heaps of bread) 

Off. There's not a crumb lefl ! will you please examine ? 
Emp. Confound the cormorant, he'd breed a famine. 
For. Biavo, dear Gormand, well may it be said 

That you have proved yourself a thorough-bred I 
GoR. I should have had the cheese, sir, I declare; 

The last batch was light-weight — and thafs not fair. 
For. Now, great Matapa, I your promise claim — 

Restore the treasure 

Eiip. No ! 

For. and Servants. Oh fie, for shame I 

A monarch pledge his word — and not stick to it P 
£hp. Why, who the deuce had dreamed that he could do 

it! 
For. Yet you'd have baked us had he chanced to fail ; 

Oh, sir, your Justice bears a sliding scale I 

Ehp. I was but joking 

For. Sir, a bet's a bet, 

111 ask the Jockey Club 

Emp. One moment yet — 

Find me a man can drink up all the water. 

And one who in a race can beat my daughter; 

And to restore your royal master's treasure. 

Well make a point — of full imperial measure ! 

We swear ! 
For. By what ? 

Ekp. The Great Bear — whose relation 

We have the honour to be. 
For. A declaration 

No one can doubt who knows your Majesty ; 

You are as like a great bear as can be 1 
Ehp. By our celestial brother, Ursa Major, 

We swear this time that if we lose our wager, 

We-U pay 1 
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For. Be witness all, then ; 'tis a bet I 

Tippler ! — (Tippler advances) — ^Your vhistle if you'd 

like to wet, 
There's a canal, five fountains, and a tank 
To drain 

Tip. With pleasure, sir; but when I've drank 

The water, I shall finish with the wine. 

Ehp. {asidt\ Eh, zounds I if thaf s the case, hell linish 
minel 
My choice old port ! — my fine Duff Gordon sherry 1 
An awkwatd customer ttus fellow — very 1 

(Tippler goit^ 
{aloud) Hold ! this condition we will not exact 
We had forgotten an important fact I 
Our doctors here, despising drug and pill, 
Cure by cold water every mortal ill ! 
And should this man possess such powers of suction. 
His faculty would doom ours to destruction 1 
Therefore, my Lord Ambassador, we think 
We'd better drop this question of the drink; 
And 'stead of losing all the running water, 
Just stand to win upon our running daughter 1 

For. Content — will't please you name the time and place. 

Emp. The Orange Walk — in half-an-hour 

For. The race — 

P.P.? 

Emp. Ofamrse,P.P. 

For. Sweepstakes— off-sweeping 

All the King's plates and gold cups in your keeping. 



Scene Second. — Another Apartment in the Palaa. 
Enter Fortunio a/td his seven Servants. 

For. Lightfoot, I need not tell you 'tis your part 
To beat the Princess. 
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Light. Give me a fair start — 

I'll beat the arrow from friend Marksman's bow. 

For. You'll want a proper dress to run in though. 

(stamps — the trunk rises — giving him the key) 
Look in the trunk, — you'll find one, I dare say. 

Light. The very thing, {pulling out a icarlet jacket and 
hose) Your lordship's colours, pray 

For, Go hence and dress, for you've no time to waste. 

Light. Su*, if I can make anything, 'tis haste. {Exii) 

Fine. Sir, may we crave a word ? 

Fob. I'm all attention. 

BoiST. Lightfoot has hit upon a rare invention. 

For. What is't ? 

Fine. A ilyii^ steam coach I 

For. Ha 1 — indeed ! 

Strong. Built on a principle that must succeed. 

Marks. Just like a bird — with body, wings, and tail 

Tip. Or like a fish 

For. Aye — very like a whale. 

Marks. You think we're joking, sir. 

For. In truth I do. 

GoR, Sir, it's in print 

For. Oh — then it must be true. 

Or else I should have said, with all humility, 
Twas flying in the face of probability. 

Strong. We've iormed a joint-stock company. 

For. So, so. 

Strong. Boisterer can puff ofl^ anything, you know. 

BoiST. And Strongback carries on the whole affair, 
And all the onus will with pleasure bear. 

Fine. Marksman will see the way clear through the 
sky. 

Marks. And Fine-ear tell folks when the coach is nigh. 

For. Gonnand and Tippler ? 

STROHa Why, sir, we all think, 

As they can nothing do but eat and drink. 
They ought to be directors, and together 
Meet upon board days, and discuss the weather. 

For. I fear your scheme will end in smoke. 
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Fink Aye, so 

I heard them say of gas some years aga 

For. Faith, you're right there, and who on earth shall say 
We may not one day skim the milky way 7 
Still, in these times of quackeiy and pufhng. 
The greatest goose may get his fill of stufBng. 

Song — FoRTUNio — Air—" March, March." 

Quack, quack, nothing like quackery, 

Humbug, my friends, of the day is the order ! 
Quack, quack, any gimcrackery 

Now will go off with a puff, for the Border. 
Pretenders abounding, trumpeters sounding 

Every man his own honour and glory ; 
Truth you're quite right to prize, if you don't wish to 
rise. 

But if you do you must get up a story. 

Quack, quack, &c. 

Come to the Chambers of Clement's or Gray's Inn, 

Come to the Solons who rule in " the Row," 
Come to the ball where the heiress is blazing. 

You will find humbug from Bond Street to Bow. 
Bills, yellow, green, and red, flutter above your head. 

Each of some miracle hangs the recorder; 
New projects every day melting your cash away. 

Till you're obliged to pop over the Border. 



Quack, quack, && (Exemi) 



Scene Third. — A Long Walk lined -with orange-trea — 7^ 
winning pest and the yudg^s chair, with a Ml above it— 
A set fieee erossts the stage, over which the runners past and 
descend out of view ; beyond, ilie course is continued in fer- 
spective, and the figures pass rapidly along grooves up and 
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Enter tht Emperor, leading the Princess Volante, attired 
for the race, and followed by the Emperor's Court, Lord 
Chamberlain, Officers, Guards, d-c — Fortunio, with 
LiGHTFOOT, attired for the race, and followed by the other 
six Servants. 

Emp. This is the spot, the centre of the grOTC, 

Here stands the winning post In yon alcove 

The judge's chair, where seated I shall be. 

The daughter to Matapa here you see, 

Fresh as a four-year old — of matchless speei 
For. Hei make and beauty nothing can exceed. 
Vol. Yonder is my antagonist no doubt 
For. Fortunio names L^htfooL 
Vol. Trot him out I (Lightfoot advances and bows) 

A scarlet runner, by his legs 

Light. Alack, 

Ked legs are rarer on the turf than black. 
Emp. Come ! clear the course. (pell rings) 

Fair daughter, what d'ye say 

To some of our imperial Tokay 

Before you start ? 
Vou A glass III not decline. 

To run a race nought helps like racy wine ! 
Emp. Some Tokay for her Highness. 
Ijcht. And for me. 

Emp. For thee! 
Vol. It is but fair. 

Emp. So let it be I 

Give him a biunper 1 Harkye ! 

To Page andivhispers — Page hows and goes out — returns 
with gotlet which he hands to Lightfoot. 

For. I misdoubt ! 

They'll doctor him ! {to Lightfoot) Take care what . 
you're about 
Emp. Our Chamberlain shall start you when you're ready. 

Vol. Come on then 

Light, {aside) Well that stuff is rather heady I 

{aloud) Where do we start from ? 
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Vol. Yonder in the hollow. 

Light. Then lead the way. 

Vol. And keep it? 

LtOBT. That dont follow ! 

For. Now, Ligbtfoot, mind you mn for your existence I 

Emp. Once round the course, remember, and a distance^ 

Mvac — The Ehferor taiet his seat in the ^udg^s dtair — 
Bell rings — Chamberlain stands on the ndge and drops a 
flag — VoLANTE and Lightfoot asand the slope at the baA 
of the stage and disappear behind it. 

All. They're off! they're off! 

Off. Ill bet a thousand to one 

'Gainst Lightfoot 
For. Sir, I take you. 

Off. Done, sir. 

For. Done. 

VoLANTE and Lightfoot re-appear rttnnii^, Vol&hte 
rather in advana. 

Chau. The Princess makes the running. 

Emp. All my own is. 

Cram. Six to four on her Highness. 

For. Done, in ponies. 

{Exeunt Volante and Lightfoot) 

Marks. Ugbtfoot is holding in. 

Tip. a pretty race ! 

All. Lightfoot is beaten I 

Cham. He can't live the pace. 

For. They're out of sight. 

Emp. And wfll be so, until 

They reach the walk a-top of yonder hill ; 
But as my daughter runs five miles a minute, 
It won't be long before you see her in it 

£ell rings as the figure of Princess is seen at the top of 
the MIL 

Off. And there she is 
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For. Alone, as I'm a sinner I 

Eup. Huirah t III bet my crown 111 name the winner. 
Cham. No takers. 

77u ^tre descends ifu MU rapidly, and disappears behind 
the rise of the stage. 

For. Where on earth can Lightfoot be ? 

Listen, good Fine-ear ; Marksman, baste and see. 
FiKE. Where'er he is, he's fest asleep, for I 

Can hear him snore. 
Uaxks. Ha I there the rogue I spy, 

Stretched out beneath a tree, full three miles off. 
For. Of all the empire I shall be the scoff ! 

Our lives are forfeit, too I Asleep ! plague take him ! 
Hares. Nay, don't despair, good master, this shall wake 

him. (Jets fly an arrow) 
For. What have you done ? 
Marks, {looking oui) Just touched his ear, I vow. 

He's up and off. 

The figure of Lightfoot appears at the top of the hill, and 
descends with incredihle swiftness, disappearing behind the 
rise in the stage. 

For. He comes ! Hell beat her now ! 

Princess appears on the ridge of the stage, closely followed by 

Lightfoot. 
Courtiers. Blue ! Blue wins easy I 
For. and his Men. {as Lightfoot appears) Scarlet, go tt,' 

Scarlet! 
Eup. Volantel 

Lightfoot bounds by Princess and passes the post. 

For, and his Meh. Lightfoot ! Lightfoot ! 

Eup. {coming out of the chair) Curse the rarlet 1 

For. Won in a canter. 

Eup. Scarlet ? — Pm done brown I 

For. Take care again, sir, how you bet your ciown. 

GoR. The knowing ones are done this time, I say. 

Tip, ThereTl be long faces upon settling day. 
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For. O li^tfoot, what a time to sleep you chose 1 
Light. I felt so drowsy, I laid down to doze, 

Thinking by sleep refreshed to run the quicker ! 

I ne'er was overtaken, save by liquor ! 
For. It was a narrow 'scape for me, 'tis clear. 
Light. Mine was an arrow 'scape, sii ! just look ha:e^ 

(shews Marksman's arrow sticking in his ear) 
For. Your Majesty no longer can refuse. 
Emp. Our Majesty can do whate'er we cKoose. 

But 'tis a debt of honour, we admit ; 

And therefore we to pay it do think fit 

But in our Court no longer shall you tarry ; 

So as much treasure as one man can cairy 

We do permit you from our stores to bear. 
For. One man ? 

Eup. We've sdd it Take more if you daie I 

For. I humbly take my leave. 

Emp. You shew your sense. 

For. Strongback, you hear the Emperor's order. 
Eup. Hence t 

(jb Chamberlain) You, sir, look after them and see it 
done. 
Strong {to Fortunio) 111 carry, sir, enough for any one; 

{musie — Exeunt Fortukio and Attendants, 
with Chamberlain) 

Vol. Itn so provoked, papa, that I could cry ; 

At Tattersall's the favourite was L 
Emp. I'm so enraged, Volante, I could roar 1 

I never knew you be behind before. 
Vol. Beneath a tree, asleep I left him, fast ; 

How could he manage tobe first at last? 

Enter Chamberlain, hastily. 

Cham. Where is the Emperor ? Oh, sire, sire, sire I 
Emp. Now what's the matter ? Is the town on fire ? 
Cham. No, sire, but all youi palace sacked and plundered 
Of gold and silver statues full five hundred — 
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The costly mirrors and the massive plate — 
The jewelled harness and the coach of state — 
Treasure untold, in bullion, bars, and cash- 
All by one man are carried ofT — slap-dash I 

Emp. All by one man ? Impossible ! No, no 1 

Chau. Let me endure your ivrath if 'tis not sa 
I saw him move the goods. 

Eup. If thou dost lie, 

Upon the next tree shall thou hang as high 
As they can swing thee. If the truth it be, 
I care not \i, instead, they tuck up me. 
Is this a time to stand and stare about ? 
You rogues and vagabonds — arm — arm, and out ! 
If this which he avouches doth appear, 
We may write up " Unfurnished lodgings here." 
Ring the alarum bell until it crack 1 
At least we'll have our coach and harness back. 

{Exeunt Emperor, Princess, Chamberlain, tSr'f. 



Scene Fourth, — The Banks of a River. 

MuiU — Enter Stronoback, carrying an enormous pile of 
treasure of every description on kis shoulders, followed hy 
FoRTUNio and his other Servants. 

For. Kun, Strongback ; we're pursued — 'tis my belie£ 

F!N£ Yes, master, I can hear them call " Stop thief." 

For. Now is the time your aerial coach to try. 

Light. It's built — we've only got to make it fly ! 

For. a trifle merely — yet I almost doubt 

If we can wait whilst that is brought about 

Mar. Here comes the Emperor with all his guard I 

For. Whafs to be done? 

BoiST. Ill breathe a little hard ; 

And they'll be so completely blown, — I doubt 
Their running an inch further on this route. 
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For. Dear friend, to you we'll owe our preservation. 
And wait your coming at the railway station I 

Music — Extunt Foktunio andall but Boistsrbr. 



Enier Emperor and Guards. 

Eur, Upon them ! — chai^ 1 

(BoiSTKRER blows, and th^ an aU whirled offstage) 
Oh, here's a precious breeze ! {as he goes) 

BoiST. That is the " puff direct," sir, if you please. 

iExif) 



B Fifth. — Interior of King ALrouRrrE's Paiact, as in 
the First Ad. 



Enter King and Minister. 

King. Talk not of comfort to a wretch like me I 
My Court is now a Court of Bankruptcy. 
Not Mr. Lover, who, as you're aware, 
Audits accounts of every Irish heir — 
Which, for arithmetic, his feme advances, 
Could find a cure for my impaired finances. 

Song — King — Air — "Hove her, how Hove her." 

E'en Lover t Samuel Lover ! 

Though he's a dab at L. S. D. 
'Twould puzzle to discover 

One penny in my treasury. 

A tyrant beyond measure 
Has walked off all my treasure ; 
And thinks it quite a pleasure, 
To have so diddled me. 
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Enter Lightfoot. 

Light. Hail to your Majesty. 

King. You come to use 

Your t(Migue — your office quickly — ^whaf s your news ? 
Light. Great news, great King, My Lord Fortuaio's 
near, 

With all your treasure t 

Enter Princess. 

Pkin. What is this I hear ? 

King. With all my treasure I 
Light. Sire, the truth to tell, 

Youll find some of the Emperor's as well 
We hadn't time to pick and choose, in &ct ; 
So took it as it came. 
KiKa Judicious act ! 

pRiN. {aside) What, of my vet^eance am I baulked again ? 
King. How is he coming ? 
Light. By a special train. 

I saw him start, and then ran on before 
To give you notice, {slunits without) Hark, he's at the 
door! 
Kma Conduct him to our presence — quickly — fly ! 

{Exeunt Minister and Lightfoot) 
pRiN. {aside) Pll crush him yet, or know the reason why, 
Kma He comes! he comes I With shouts the people 
greet him 1 
Don't stand there, »ster, let us haste to meet him 
Prin. It is not meet we should ; he wants your crown, 

So pull him up bef<He he pulls you down. 
King. Fortunio false ! then never man was true ! 
Some wicked wag has sure been hoaxing you. 
Prin. I tell you, brother, I can prove his guilt 
KiNa He was a gentlenian on whom I built 

An absolute trust 
Prin. And so did I until 

He daied propose your Majesty to kill, 
And marry me I 
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King. And many you I Alack, 

He must, then, be a monomaniac ! 

PRtK. Brother I 

Kma I mean that such prodigious vanity 

Is the best proof of the young man's msanity. 

Frin. I tell you he's a foe you must beware o£ 

King. Let him be taken, pray, the greatest care of; 

For though he might not run his sovereign throughi 

He may be mad enough to marry you. 

But wherefore spoke you not of this before ? 

Prin. I was in hopes he would return no more ; 

But he's come back, laden with fame and treasure, 
And all the people's heads hell turn with pleasure, 
And they'll dethrone you and crown him instead, 
Unless you puzzle them to find his head. 

King. Ah, me ! I haven't got the heart to do it 

Prin, Then leave the whole to me — I'll pull you through it. 



Scene Sixth. — Tlu Royal Gardens — Nighi — Jiu reamered 
treasure is pitched at the iad of the stage, and occupies the 
whole eentre of the scene — Strongback and the other 
Servants discovered — Enter FoRXUNia 

Strong. There, sir, I've pitched the whole load in the 
garden. 

For diere's no other place will hold it 
foR. Pardon 

Me, friend, but I am full of grief and care ; 

I cannot find my Comrade anywhere. 
STRONa Your horse ? — is he not in the stable? 
For. No. 

And I am on the rack 1 My Comrade, ho I 

Answer ! you can, unless you are a corse. 

" My horse ! my horse ! a kingdom for my tuHse 1" 

Enter Kino and Princess attended by Minister, and 
followed by two Guards. 
The Princess I 
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Prin. Aye, you tremble, and with reasoa 

Sir, I accuse Fortunio of high txeason. 
Aiiest him, gentlemen. 

{tht GuAiLDS seize him ) 

For. Anest ! pray stay ; 

At Court it seems, this is a a>liar day. 

Tis shameAil, sire 

Prin- Almost as bad, young mister. 

As kill a king and many with his sister. 
For. As kill a king? 

PRIH. Aye, traitor ! 'twas my word. 

For. And mairy with his sister ? — how absurd I 

Since it has come to this, I must speak out 

Madam, pray tell me, for I almost doubt — 

Alt you a lady? 
Prin. Do you hear him, brother ? 

For. Because, if you are one, — why I'm another. 

Ali. A lady ! 
For. Yes, a female woman, daughter 

Of Baron Dunover. 
KiKG. I always thought her 

Too pretty for a man — unless 'twas me — 

" The fair, the chaste, the ineicpressive she !" 
Prin. Exposed — defeated ! I shall burst with spite 1 

Ohl {falls in Minister's arms) 
MiN. Sire ! — She's choking ! 

King. Verdict— Serve her right 

(MiHisTER carries out Primcess) 

(to FoRTONio) A crown you merit 
For. Half a one, I'd rather. 

King. Will you share mine? 
For. Sir, you must ask my father. 

KiNa Oh, let us fly to seek him ! 
Voice. {vHthout) There's no need 

Music — the pile of treasure gradually opens, and 
dtsaroers a magnificent Fairy Chariot, drawn by 
twenty-four sheep with golden fleeces, in which is 
the Fairy — In front of the chariot is Cohrjlde.. 
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Fairy. He to your union has with joy agreed ; 

And I have hastened, in my own post-carriage, 

To give conseit and lustre to youi marriage. 
King, (asi^) A carriage drawn by four-and-twenty sheep 

With golden fleeces 1— That" s the flock to kufi / 
Fairy, They shall be yours — the dower of your bride. 
King, (aside) She heard me. (aUud) Madam, Fm quite 

horrified. 
Fairy. Oh, no apologies I They're ewes and rams. 

And will breed millions. 
King. Oh, the precious lambs I 

Fairy, (to FoRTinrio) Had you not helped tm, all this had 
been marr'd. 

But kindly acdons ever meet reward. 

Fnf ALE — Air^-" Heris to the maiden." 

For. Here then our curtain we hasten to drop, — 
Our folly indulgently view, sirs ; 
Don't for a moment to criticise st<^ 
For that would be folly in you, Mrs. 
Let the piece pass, 
One of its class 
At Easter may fitid an excuse with the tQas& 

Chorus. [Let the piece pass, &c. 
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AM OUOIHAL 



FAIRY EXTRAVAGANZA. 



In One Act. 



Fint pafemted at the Theatre Ro]«l, HarmukeL on 
Tnetdtir, Deccmbei 3«th, 1S43. 
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THE FAIR ONE WITH THE 
GOLDEN LOCKS. 



Attbe close of the season 1843-43, having faithfully 
fiilfiDed my [promise to Mr. Macready, I was at Uberty 
to entertain the renewed proposal of Mr. Webster that I 
should write for the Haymarket, and my old friends the 
Mathews being there I readily accepted an engagement 
to write for that theatre exclusively for three years and a 
half, commendng at the ensuing Christmas. Singularly 
enough, I was again deprived of the talent and popularity 
of Madame Vestris, untoward circumstances suddenly 
compelling her and her husband to leave England before 
Christmas, and again I found an admirable substitute 
in Miss P. Horton, Fortunately also, Mr. Wehster had 
secured the services of James Bland, the King of Ex- 
travaganza, whose name was "a tower of strength,"* 



* We i^iet that wc aie nnable lo give a portrait of Mi. James 
Bland, who was so long woiUiily associated with these prodactions. 
It would have been, we aie snre, a welcome addition, but we are 
not aware of the existence of an; likeness of him that can be lelied 
upon. — Eds. 
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and I had foi my heroine a favourite "Fair One," in 
the person of Miss Julia Bennett 

" The Fair One with the Golden Locks " was produced 
26th December, 1843, and has proved one of the most 
popular of the series. It has been severs! times revived 
at various theatres, notably at the Adelphi, in i860, 
when Miss Woolgar (Mrs. A. Mellon) was an admirable 
"Graceful," and Mr. Toole an excruciating LAchtymoso. 
On that occasion I wrote some new songs, &c, which 
are substituted in this edition for the original, being 
better adapted for general purposes ; and I nuy take 
this opportunity of observing that in several instances 
wha« I have written songs in compliance with the 
request^ or to accommodate the peculiar abilities of a 
performer, I have availed myself of occasional revivals 
to introduce others which I consider not only more 
appropriate, but more likely t« be effective under ordinary 
circumstances. 
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PROGRAMME OF SCENERY, &c 



PALACE OF KING LACHRYMOSO. 

" Evetybody was afflicted to see Ibe Ambassador return without the 
Fail One with the Golden Locks, and the King wept like a child." 

King Lachrvmoso (Author of "Rejected Ad- 
dresKi " to the Fair One with the Golden 
Locks) Hr, J. Bland 

Count Puenifoso {Minister oT State, and 



Loclu) Mr. Tilbury 

Viscount Vbrysoso (Grand Chamberlain) .. Mr. Caulfield 

Gkackpul <the King's Minstrel and Favourite) ... Miss P. Horton 

(Ha nm Appunna (Imh TM) Sauou) 

Officers of the Guard— Mi. T. F. Matthews and Mr. Enni*. 

Pagcft— Hiss Carter, Miss Williams, Miss Richards, and Miss Moretcm. 

Conrtiets— Hescn. Green, Walsh, Smrthson, West, Walker, 

Sletlii%, Griffin, and Galli. 

THE ME ADO WS. 
"These are the three most important advcntntes that befell Gracebl on 

his jonmey," 
A Cakf (an Odd Fish, completely out of water) Miss Lu 

A Crow (an Old Acquaintance) Mi. Clabk 

An Owl (an Illustrious Fordgiter) Mr. U. WiddicCWb 

COURT OF QUEEN LUCIDORA. 

" Then all her women employed themselves in dressing hei in a most 
queenly style ; and she then desired her Maids of Honour to take their 
instnimcnts, and sti% and play very sweetly, but so softly as not to 

stun the Ambassador." 
Quern Lucidora (sutnamed the Fair One 

with the Golden Locks) Miss JULIA Bsnnbtt 

Mantelina (Mistress of the Robes) Miss C. CoN»oE 

Patillotina (First Lady's Maid-in- Waiting) Miss Carer 

Other Maids- in- Wai ting— Crinolina, Miss Dubois ; Chanssetta, Miss 

Wilson ; Bijoulina, Miss C. Bvers ; Corronella, Min Lortos ; 

Tamboutina, Miss Powell ; GuittaretCa, Miss Byers. 

Fi^es to the Queen — Master Reed and Master R. Reed. 
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A RUM-ANTIC GLEN I 

" I k»ve joo to iuuigiiie." • • • 

Gaixipkon, a GiO-ANTIC GtANT (Standing nculy 



feet io hi* shoet) Ms. X.-TiHsm 

TffE KING'S PALACE. {As b^ore.) 



CORRIDOR IN THE KINGS PALACE. 



" Bat M one of bei chambemuudt," • • • • 

WITH 

A CHANCE (if is hope^ FOR THE BETTER 11 

" All the people were enchanted to h*ve him for theit King 1 " 

Fairies — Miss Lk^ Miss Kendall, and Miss Jones. 



The MxJuneiy b; Mi. Adanu and Aixiitants. The Muse uiugcd 
bp Mr. T. German Reed. 



*,* The Foblic is mpectfuUj informed that the Uttlc dog 
mentioned in the original siorf has been omitted, for fear the ulimali 
atttaction mi^t render the Manager liable to the penalties of the 
and and jid of Vlcloria, cap. 47, sec. lvl, \iy which it is enacted th»t 
no person within the Distncts erf' the Metropolitan Police shall "we 
aMy dt^ for theptirftu (f dravibigor ktlfing U draw," &^., dv., &v. 
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THE FAIR ONE WITH THE 
GOLDEN LOCKS. 



Scene First.— 7% Kingi Palatt. 

Guards and Trumpbtbrs diteovered— Enter Chamber- 
LAIN and Courtiers, throt^k arch. 

Chorus — " Anna Bolena." 

Silence, ye tnimps, the King's in the dumps, 

His project, aUs, has miscarried; 
The Ambassador sent returns as he wen^ 

The lady declines to be mairied. 
To passion fond she won't respoad — 

To all his love can show 
The Royal Fair with Golden Hair 

Politely answers " Na" 

Vis. Yes, noble friends, the news is sad as may be,] 
Our mighty King is crying like a baby. 
His nerves have had the cruellest of shocks — 
Rejected by the Fair with Golden Locks. 
He comes ; prepare to shew your loyal griefs. 
If not by tears, at least by handkerchiefe. 
Let every soldier draw out hie bandanna, 
And bear't before him in a decent manner. 

Cap. Draw kerchiefs ! (Soldiers do so) 

Present kerchiefs ! {fkey hold than to their eyes) 

Steady there I 
Eyes wet ! long faces 1 Smile, men, if you dare. 
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Enter King and Minister andfeur Pages, one carrying 
pocket handkerehUfi in a gilt basket. 

Cap. Recover kerchiels 1 

(Soldiers return handkerchiefs to their podets) 
King. Refuse va^ hand ! it passes ;dl belie£ 

Give me another pocket handkerchief 

{;? KGB. supplies him) 
Count. Sire, something still more wondrous did she do ; 

She actually refused your presents, too. 
King. What, all my presents ! — all my pretty things I 

The diamond necklace and the turquoise rings I 

The ermine tippet and the Cashmere shawl 1 

Did you say dl I Howell and James ! * what all ! 

She can't be woman ! 
CoiFNT. Beat it like a man I 

King. I 

Would do so ; but if I cannot hov can I ? 

I cannot but remember such things cost 

A precious lump of money — and that* s lost 
Count. This should to anger, sire, convert your grie£ 
King. Give me another pocket handkerchief. 

{Page st^pSeshtm) 

For I must play the woman with mine eyes 

Count. Sire, it will much your Majesty surprise 

To hear who plays the braggart with his tongue. 
King. Ha, who? 
Count. Your Minstrel 

KiNa Graceful ! 

Count. Yes ; the young 

Gentleman hints, had he been sent to plead 

Your cause he should have won the fair. 
King. Indeed I 

By which he means to say that he's so clever, 

And so insinuating, she could never 

Have had the heart to say him nay — ist so? 
CoxTNT. Tis very like it, sire. 

* Need I tay of R^enl Straet. 
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KiMa The puppy I go. 

Bid him attend us instantly. 

{Exeunt Officer and Guards) 
I-U make 

The ballad-monger in his shoes to shake ! 
Vis. {asidi) Biavo ! / owed the coxcomb aji old spite. 
Count, (asidi) Twenty to one against the fevouiite. 
KiN& The knave, too long in the King's favour baskii^ 

Now fancies he could have a queen for asking. 

The piping bull-finch ! he expect to win her I 

I'm so enraged that — I could eat my dinner, 

If it were ready. Squibs and crackers I where 

Tallies this tuneful traitor? 

Enter Graceful, guarded. 

Ho I you're there ! 

Xhiet — King and Graceful — " Fanny Gray." 

Ejng. Well, well, sir, so you've come at last, )rou might 

have come before ; 
D'ye know, sir, I've the greatest mind to turn you 

out of door ? 
I understand you've dared to say, had you come for 

to go 
To court the Fair with Golden Hair, she ne'er had 

answered " No ! " 
Grace. Most royal sir, put off that firown, and don't be^ 

to scold ; 
The ambassador you sent to her was ugly, cross, and 

old. 
I only said I knew a way the Fair One's heart to 

catch, 
And make her glow like tinder at the thoughts of 

such a match ! 
King. You think 'tis but to make your bow, with grace take 

off your hat. 
And she must straight enchanted be— but, wc, I 

smell a rat I 
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And many her if she'd have you — I'm told yoa're 

rogue enough. 
Grace. Most royal sir, you've in your temper got a pain, I 

see; 
You jealous I — and of such a little humble lad 

as me. 
Malce love to her I of course I would — as proxy for 

my King, 

And many her — by proj^, too 

King. By proxy — ha I thafs qmte another thing I 

King. This puts the matter in another light 
GRAC& I knew your Majesty would do me right 

It may be nothing hut a boyish dream, 

But I should make your merits, sir, the theme ! 

Which I may eay, without the least presumption. 

Require but to be known. 
King. The boy has gumption. 

(to Minister) You didn't set my merits forth, I fear. 
Count, Pardon me, sire, 

KiNa But not enough, that's clear. 

Count. Indeed I took the liberty to mention 

All I could think of. 
King. Have you no invention ? ■ 

Grace. Sire, it requires but memory in your case. 
King, (aside) Really the boy said that, now, with a 
grace. 

I've a great mind to let the youngster go 

And try his luck, (akiud) Well, my young friend, 
and so 

You positively think you should succeed ? 
Grace. Upon my honour, sire, I do indeed. 
King. But you'd want fitting out, too, I presume, 

And I've been forldng out^ and to some tune. 
Grace. Not I; just as you see me I would speed 
hence; 

I only ask your letters, sire, of credence. 
KiNa Good Graceful, you shall have them in a crack. 
GRAC& Then for a pound, I bring the lady back. 
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iSiM^f'— Graceful — " The Four-Uajfd Shamrock." 

I'll call a foui-wheel'd cab, sir, 

And tip the man a. crown, 
And at the &ir one's palace gate 

Just bid him set me down ; 
111 not attempt to chaim her sight 

With diamond, pearl, or gold, 
But praise your person, worth, and sense 

While I a note can hold. 
Yes, thus I'll play and chaunt my part, 

And so your trumpet sound ; 
And though she have a marble heart 

111 melt it, for a pound. 

I pledge my word of honour. 

To chase your fond alarms, 
Like Grisi in the " Peri," 

She shall leap into your anns * 
And howsoe'er it may seem strange. 

And some may think me bold, 
The_/iw> my cab brings back shall be 

The one with locks of gold. 
For I will play and chaunt my par^ 

And so your trumpet sound ; 
And though she have a marble heart, 

111 melt it, for a pound. 

Dttring this song the King sends off one of the Pages, who 
returns with writing materials — the King wrUes, using 
the Chamberlain's back for a table. 

Knta Take your credentials, but with them take heed, 
111 make a Count of you if you succeed ; 
fiut if you fail, I swear, by my veradty, 
111 make you then aaount for your audadty. 
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Grand Scbna, <m the most approved principle of Modem 
Operatic Composition. 

Eedtatioe — King a;b/GRACEnri. 

King. Go, boy, and that in safety you may wend, 

A patent safety cab I recommend. 
Grace. To me your counsels ever are commands 1 

I fly I {Exifi 

Kma Away — ^Joy go with you and sixpence ! 

Andante — " Son of Freedom." — " Norma." 

King, Lucidora ! so long invited, 

Shall we never, never here behold thee dining ? 
Thy adorer's desert still slighted, 

Must he ever o'er his lonely wine be whining ? 

Chamberlain and Chorus {soifo voce). 

With Master Graceful awhile dissemble, 
But anon the rogue shaU tremble. 
King. Still must grief be my heart devouring — 
Thou, to gall my pride assaying ; 
My sweet temper refiisal souring, 
As the thunder — as the thunder sours the beer. 
{Agitato) But no, Hope takes a sight at Fear, 
And laughs to scorn the Wizard — 
Graceful, I feel, will stick at nau^t, 
And nothing but a meiiy thought 
Shall now stick in my gizzard 

(Con Spirits)—" The Minstrel Bey!' 

My Minstrel Boy for a cab is gone, 

In the ranks no doubt he'll find one ; 
A Patent Safety I like, I own. 

Where the driver sits behind ona 
But be the cab of any sort, 

So to the fair it conveys him — 
And if but here he makes her appear, 

To the peerage we will raise him t 
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{Allegro) — "British Grenadiers." 

So talk no more of sorrow, 

And think no more of care, 
Well hope to see to-morrow 

The Fair with Golden Hair. 
To wed King Lachrymoso, 

And dry the loyal tears — 
With a tow row row row row row row 

Of his gallant Halberdiers. 
Chorus. So talk no more, &c. {Exeunt)* 



Scene Second. — A Meadow, with a stream flowing through 
it, over which hangs a tree. 

Enter Graceful. 

Grace. Provoking I Scarcely out of sight of town, 
My Patent Safety cab has broken down ; 
D'ye call that Hansom 7 I don't, I must say. 
There's nothing for it but walk all the way ! 
There's a short cut across these fields, I'm told, 
And so at once to take it I'll make bold. 
But stay — to grace my opening speech when there, 
A brilliant thought has struck me, I declare ! 
Ill sit me down beside this running brook, 
And note it in my Punch's pocket-book, f 
{sits down on a bank; takes out pocket-iook and writes} 
A large Carp leaps out of the stream and /alls on the grass. 
Bless me, whaf s that 7 A carp, as I'm alive ! 
And what a fine one — big as any five ! 

* Someone fuvine suggested at the rehearsal thai Che King, Court, 
and Guards should doQce off, the idea was adopted, and the practice 
has uDce becoioe general in Iniilesquet in sit ' 

t Thea in its second year. 
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It can't jump back again — what will it do 7 

I never saw a carp in such a stew I 

Poor thing I if left there soon 'twill gasp its last ; 

Thrown out, like me, it needs a friendly cast 

Upon its journey. Come, my friend, I'm sure 

You won't object to the cold water cure. 

So here you go — one, two, three, and away. 
Throws the Fish into the water — tt stnks, bui rises instantly, 

and says — 
Carp. Thank ye ! Ill do as much for you some day. 

{disappears) 
Grace. It spoke ! A talking fish ! To such a wonder 

The singing mouse must instantly knock under. 

A fish that can talk sense — not like the silly 

Seal that but said " Pa-pa," in Piccadilly.* 

And so politely, too ! At any rate, 

That fish has never been to Billingsgate. 

{a Ckow heard without) 

Heyday ! an eagle chasing a poor crow \ 

The great oppress the little— where's my bow ? 

Music— fits an arrow to his bow — the Crow fiiet across, 
pursued by an Eagle — he aims and fires at the Eagle — it 
falls dead. 

There, my poor bird, from danger ^u are freed. 
Crow. I'm berry much obliged to you, indeed 
Grace. Mercy upon us 1 here's a talking bird 1 
Crow. Ees, Graceful. 

Grace. Graceful 1 then my name you've heard. 

Crow. AVho hasn't heard your name him like to know. 
Grace. What a particularly civil crow. 
Crow. And you know mine. 
Grace. Indeed I what is it ? 

Crow. Jim- 

Grace. Jim Crow I Oh, yes, I've often heard of him. 
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Song — Crow. 

Back to Virginia 

Him wish for to go. 
When great eagle follow him, 

And say, "Oho !" 
Tum about, and wheel about, 

And do just so ! " 
Ebery time he tum about 

He hunt Jim Crow ! 

Up come Massa Graceful, 

Wid him little bow, 
Kill him ugly eagle. 

Save him pretty crow ! 
One good turn deserb 

Anoder, you know. 
So wheel about, and turn about, 

And trust Jim Crow ! * {Exii) 

Gkace. My act was scarcely worth so much applause ; 
It was the caust, my soul— it was the eavst I 
When great strong birds would pluck the weak and 

Email, 
They feather the just dart that bids them &1L 
So " on we goes again." (l^'*^ 

{the whoop of an Owl tt heard without) 
What means that cry ? 
Some other helpless bird in jeopardy I 
Aye ! {goes to wing, and drags forward fart of a nef) 
Here's a net, spread to catch heedless fowl, 
And in its meshes a poor purblind owL 

Owl appears in net, at wing. 

Owl. Och hone ! och hone ! and sure you may say that, 
For I'm as blind by day as any bat 
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Grack An Irish owl I no wonder at the noise ! 

And one, too, who the power of speech enjoys ! 

But after all that I've heard talk and sing, 

A chattering owl is no such wondrous thing. 
Owl. Och winisthm ! what shall I do — o— o — o? 
Grace, Why, don't make such a horrid hubbaboo. 

And I will cut the net and let you fly. (cuts net) 

There, now — come out of that entirely. 
Owl. (arming out) St Patrick's blessing on you for that 
same, 

Good Master Graceful 
Grace. You, too, know my name I 

Owi. Och, sure, I'd know your voice, sir, any day; 

Haven't I often heard it at the play ? 
Grace. You, at the play! Why, what could you there 

call? 
Owl. Der Freyschutz. I'm the ould original 

Dtut — Graceful and Owl — " Der J^reyieAutx." 

Grace. How 1 indeed, are you then he. 

Whose great eyes I used to see ? 

Sir, I beg your pardon, 

All my wonder now is o'er ; 

Ofl, of course, we've met before, 

When at Covent Garden. 

But where have you been, you roffie ? 

J or now you have got a brogue; 

Or my senses err, man, 
Owi. Faith and truth, I can't well say, 

But think I caught it, sir, one day. 

From my cousin Gennan, 

But, Mr, without any more botheration, 
You've laid me under a great obligation ; 
And ii, sir, to return it I don't haste, 
111 give you leave to say, " that bird's a beast" 

Incantation — " Der F^eysdiKts^ 

Grace. On your aid I may rely ? 
Owi. U— hu— i t U— hu— i ! 
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Grace. How pathetic that reply ! 

Owi. u— hu— i ! U— hu— i ! 

Grace. Me, he says, he will protect 

Owi, u— hu— i I U— hu— i I 

Grace. Or words, at least, to that effect 

Owi. U— 4iu— il U— hu— i 1 

Gracb. Would that many soi^ we hear 
Had a meaning half as clear. 

Owi. U— hu— i ! U— hu— i ! 

<- 

Grace. And apropos of songs, I've not yet thought 
On that by which the Fair One's to be caught 
Oh, anything will do thaf s very tender, 
I know one has made many a maid surrender. 
And once to love a man let her determine, 
Woman's the same, in rags or royal ermine. 

Air — " I dreamed thai J dwelt in marble hails." 

There are ladies who dwell in marble halls 

And in their gilt coaches who ride j 
And women who stump it in pattens and shawls, 

Or get, of a donkey, outside. 
But let them sell apples, or rule the rout 

In a palace that I could name, 
I fancy between you and me and the post, 

When in love they are all much the si 



{Exit) 



Scene Third. — Pavilion in the Gardens of the ^ 
the Fair One with the Golden Locks. 

Enter Queen Lucidora, attended. 

Song — Lucidora — "Nora Creina," 

Lucidora is my name, 

And Golden Locks my designation. 
Where I like'a my dwelling place, 

And what I please, my occupation. 
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King and prince, and duke, and earl, 

Beg to pay me their addresses ; 
But I only smile, and curl 

With their notes my golden tresses. 
Oh, my golden tresses rare — 

My lovely, charming, golden tresses 1 
Truefitt tries, with many dyes, 

But can't match thine, my golden tresses. 

Some of raven ringlets rave, 

Some rejoice in brown or flaxen, 
Some think best their head to shave. 

And sport a fancy-coloured Caxon. 
I know one who had a poll 

Grey as 1 have seen a pairofa, 
Bou^t a wash, the envious soul. 

And grew a crop of downright carrots. 
Oh ! my golden tresses rare — 

My lovely, charming golden tresses ! 
Truefitt sighs, and vainly tries 

To matdi thy hue, my golden tresses. 

(speaks) Now to my toilet — nymphs, you know your 

places; 
Prepare to sacrifice unto the graces. 

Enter Papillotina. 

Fapil. May^ please your Majesty 

QijEEN. I hope it may. 

Papil. There is a youth without 

Queen. Without what, pray? 

Papii- Without the door. 

QUEES. Wel^ let him keep without it ; 

What business has he with it or about it ? 
Papii. He prays an audience in his master's name, 

King Lachrymosa 
Queen. Why, sure, that's the same 

Who sent to me a day or two ago ; 

Good gracious me ! I told the creature " No 1" 
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Can't he be satisfied — or just go frantic — 
Or kill himself, or anything romantic ? 

Fapii. But this ambassador 

Queen. Back let him roam. 

I'm dressing — I'm engaged — I'm not at home. 

Fapil. Madam, if you'll permit me to advise. 

You'll see this gentleman — he has such eyes! 
And such a shape I and though not tall in stature, 
Graceful by name, he's graceful, loo, by nature. 

Queen. Heyday I the fellow's cast some spell upon her ; 
Fray is this language for a maid-of-honoui ? 
I'm quite ashamed of you, I do declare. 
" Such eyes," indeed ! I wonder how you dare 
Talk of a young man's eyes ! a girl like you 1 
I'll see this person ; if your tale be true, 
He is a dangerous fellow, and must be 
Looked after. 

Papil. {aside) By the women, certainly. 

Queen. Go, tell the porter to admit the dandy. 

Fapil I ily ! {Exi^ 

Queen. And now, my handmaidens, be bandy I 
Dust down my throne, polish my ivory chair. 
Weave me, of flowers, a chaplet fresh and fair, 
Bring me my bracelets, and my chatelaine, 
My kerchief scent with bouqutt dt la Jieine, 
My regal mantle o'er my shoulders throw, 
And comb my precious haii out — comme ilfaut ! 

Air an^ Chorus — " Com 'e gentil" — "Don Pasgual e." 

Comb it genteelly, 

And let it flow fireely, 

I'd fain look well. 

Since he sends a swell. 

My shoulders o'er. 

Falling a yard or more. 

He'll matchless swear. 

The Fair with the Golden Hair. 

And soflly o'er us, 

The while we parley, 

O sing the chorus 

From " Don Fasquale." 
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That music's spell 
May charm his ears as well ; 
And he, and he 
Enchanted quite may be. 

Chorus. To tambour and guitar sing^ 

While they parley, 
The serenade so sweet from 
"Don Pasquale." 

Enter GRACEnn. and Papillotina. 

Grace. Most royal feir — 

(aside) I never saw such hair — 
(aloud) I come to tell — 
(aside) Such spealdng eyes, as well — 
(aloud) Your throne, before. 
Kneeling, I do implore — 
(aside) She's as fair as day ! 
I scarce know what I say ! 
Each look is fuel 
Added to my fire. 
O, fortune cruet ! 
With love I shall expire. 

Chorus. To tambour and guitar, &c. 

Queen, (aside) I've hit him hard I 

Grace, (aside) I never saw such beauty ! 

( ^ But, Gracefiil, be a man and do your duty ! 

Queen. When you can speak we'll hear what you've to say. 

Grace. Madam, my forte is singing. 

Queen. Sing away. 

Grace, (aside) She's proud and cold, as she is fair and nice I 

Perhaps this is but artificial ice ! 

I'll break it by an effort energetic ; 

I'll sing her something cruelty pathetic 

Smg — Graceful — " Zucy Long:" 

I pray, fair t^ueen, be silent, 
And 111 sing you a little songj 
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It's all about a mighty kin^ 
Who's loved you, lady, long. 

So take your time, Queen Luci- 
dora ; only mind my song ; 

You're the darling of this monarch, 
So don't make him wait too long. 

He is a perfect figure 

As ever you did see ; 
He's handsomer and bigger 

A great deal, ma'am, than roe. 
But take your time, Queen Luci- 

dora ; only mind my son^ 
You're the darling, &c. 

You said you wouldn't marry. 

When he asked you t'other day ; 
You said you'd rather tarry, 

And he'll let you have your way. 
So take your time, Queen Luci- 

dora ; only mind my song, 
You're the darling of this monarch, 

So don't make him wait too long. 

QuBEK. (ast'iUf He is a pretty fellow, I confess. 

(aleud) Sn, I receive with pleasure this address, 
But to its prayer I cannot yet accede ; 
I've made a vow no mortal suit to heed, 
Until three things are done which I desire. 

Grace. Oh, do but tell me, ma'am, what you require. 

Queen. Walking along the river-side, last spring, 
In taking off my glove I dropped my rmg 
Into the stream ; which, if you'll kindly fish for, 
And bring me back, is the first thing I wish for. 

Grace, {atide) A pleasant first ! 

Queen. The second's quite a trifle — 

There is a giant, who has dared to lifle 
And kill and eat some hundreds of my people ; 
He is almost as tall as a church steeple. 
And has the monstrous impudence to say, 
Unless I wed him, he'll eat me some day. 
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Now, all I ask you in the second place 
Is to cut off his head 

Grace, (aside) And she's the &ce 

To call that quite a trifle ! Ma'am, I've heard 
Your two first small requests; pray what's the third ? 

Queen. The third is rather dii&cult, I fear. 

Not far from hence there is a cavern drear, 
In which all sorts of dreadful monsters dwell I 
But deep within it is a crystal well. 
Of which the water has the virtue rare 
To Doalce one live for ever young and fair. 
Now bring me of this eau-de-vie a bottle, 
I^lnd me my ring, and cut the giant's throttle, 
And in return for such polite attention, 
111 many any gentleman youll mention. 

Duo^" Ama tua madre " — "Lueresia Borgia," 

Grace. Madam, with all humility 

I must beg leave to mention 
There's little probability 

Of such a condescension. 
You ne'er are like to wed if al) 

This must be done before — 
But I will go the whole animal. 

Let it be e'er such a bore ! 

Let it be ever so dreadful a boie I 
Queen. Really this great civility. 

From such a total stranger- 
Doubtless with such ability 

You will surmount each danger. 
I've vow'd I ne'er will wed, if all 

This be not done before ; 
So you must go the whole animal 

Or never come here any more. 

Or never, never come here any more. 



{Exeunt Graceful, Queen and Train) 
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ScEHE Fourth. — A Rum-antic Dell^Tke Mouth of a 
Cavern — a lar^e Hollow Tree — between them a torrent. 

Enter Graceful. 

Grac& "In these sad solitudes and awful cells, 

Where heavenly pensive contemplation dwells, 

And evei musing melancholy reigns," 

I come to cudgel my unhappy brains ! 

To use a phrase of Mr. S^uel Slick's — 

I'm in a most tarnation ugly fix ! 

If I don't win the iair one, in his fiiry 

The King will hang me without judge and jury. 

And if I stay to win her, as she wishes, 

My mildest fate will be to feed the fishes ; 

Fancy me looking for a lady's ring 

Dropped in the river one fine day last spring ; 

To fobb me off this is a mere pretence, 

And ring-dropping's a criminal offence! 

Fate has determined all my hopes to dish ! {jsoing} 
Voice. Stop, Graceful! 
Grace, {turning) Ah ! who calls ? 
Carp, A gratefiil fish. 

7S* Carp rises from the •water, with a ring in its mouth. 

Grace. My friend the carp I and in its mouth I see 
A golden ring ! — yes — no — it cannot be ! 

Carp. It can — it is the one you're sent to find. 

Grace. Was ever anything so very kind ? 

Carp. Take it You threw me back into the brook, 
When others would have helped me with a hook ! 
To help you in return I've hastened gaily — 
Although a fish, my conduct ne'er was scaly. 
Farewell, we're quits. I hope, and all my fry do. 
That you'll go on as swimmingly as I do. 

(disappears) 

Grace. Tm so o'erjoyed, I scarce know what I'm at ! 
Wholl call a fish cold-blooded after that 7 
How wrong it was in me to carp at fate. 
Here's the first task performed, at any rate I 
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And " well begun's half ended," runs the saying. 
But the next job on hand is giant slayiqg 1 
In that no caip can help me, for alack 1 
To kill a giant it should be a Jack. 
At the bare thought I tremble, for I've read 
That giants grind one's bones to make their bread. 
Well, if on me he tries such baker's tricks, 
The only way's to stick to him like bruks ! 
This way, they tell me, he is sure to come ; 

I think I hear him now cry 

Gall {^uWiotd) Fee — fo — fum ! 

Enttr Gaupron. 

Grace. Oh, murder ! here he is I 
Gall Who's that below ? 

Grace. {flsieU) If s no use flinching {aioud) One, if you 
must know, 
Who's sent to fetch your head. 
Gall A strange direction ! 

When you can reach it, I have no objection. 
Grace. Come on ! 
Gali. Come up 1 111 make short work with you! 

(maia a blow at htm with his dvif) 
Grack {avoiding the blow) Hit one of your own size, you 
coward, do. 

Music — 77te Crow apptan in the tree just above Giant's 
head. 

Crow. Hit Massa Graceful ! Den me do just so. {peeks the 

Giant's eyes cui) 
Gali. Oh, oh, oh ! 

He's pecked my eyes out ! the vile carrion crow. 

Music— Strikes about blindly — Graceful haeks his legs, till 
befalls, then cuts effhis head. 

Grace. I'm conqueror ! Yet still with fear I shudder ! 
Crow, Me tell you one good turn deserb anoder. 
Grace. By Jove, you came just in the nick, old fellow ; 
And I may say of you, as of Othello — 
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If virtue no delighted beauty lack, 
My friend Jim Crow is &i more fair than black. 
Crow. We tink we both may now crow ober him. 

"^^ ** ' {disappears) 

Grace. Farewell, my old acquaintance, Jim. 
That honest crow's an honour to his State ; 
He pays his debts and don't repudiate,* 
There's number two; but now for number three. 
Where shall I find this wondrous eau-de-vie 7 
The Fair One vowed 'twas in a cavern drear 
Not far bom hence — I rather think 'tis here. 

Aftuic — Approaches cavern — Serpents and Monsters of 
different descriptions shew themselves — ffe retreats alarmed. 

Oh lud, yes, that's the cave without a doubt. 
By all those horrid monsters rushing out 
That Black-gang-chine alarms me, I must own, 
If there's the well — 111 just let well alone. 
But then I lose the lady, and that's ill ! 
Is there no bottle imp, who mine will fill? 

Music — 7^ Owl. appears in tht hollow of the tree. 

Owl. May be an owl could manage that to do ; 

If you've foigotten me, I haven't you. 
Grace. Forgotten thee ! "While memory holds a seat 

In this distempered brain " 

Owl. There, don't complete 

The passage. I'm contint, and faith, I'll fill 

Your whiskey-bottle from that private still 

Music — Graceful hangs the bottle round the Owl's neek — he 
files into the cavern. 

Grace. Kind bird, I hope no mischief will befall him. 
Should some terrific monster meet and maul him — 
But no, my heart with hope is gaily beating. 
An Irish owl don't mind a "monster meeting." 
And all has gone so well with me as yet 

■The " tepodiation " here alluded to is now a matter of hutorj. 
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MuHc—The Owl returm, with bottUfilkd. 

Owu There, sir, you freed me from the fowler's net — 
There's the net profit of your kind behaviour. 

Grace. You've struck a balance greatly in my favour. 
Who comes this way ? the Fair with all her train I 

Musk — Enter Queen Lucidora and Train, 

. Queen. Can it be possible ? the giant slain ! 
Grace. Yes, madam, there's his head — and there's your 
ring — 
And here's the water from the magic spring. 
Queen. I'm thunderstruck ! our confidence has lost us ! 

Are you the devil, sir, or Dr. Faustus 7 
Grace. Neither, sweet saint, if either thee displease. 
Queen. Nonsense 1 you couldn't do such things with 
ease, 
If you were a mere mortal — and alone. 
Grace. The only charms I know of were your own ; 

They have more power than imp, or feiry elC 
Queen, iflsiie) I vow, I'm quite in love with him 

myselC 
Grace. And now I claim thee for my royal master. 
Queen, (aside) O, fatal promise 1 Unforeseen disaster ! 
(aUud) My word's my bond, sir — I admit your 

But is there no one else that you could name ? 
Grace. The service and the loyalty I owe 

Compel me, gracious Queen, to answer " ao." 

Glee — " TAe Chough and Crow." 

Grace, (fuide) The carp and crow away have gone, 
The owl sits in yon tree ; 
And I might sit upon a throne 

If I'd no probity. 
Her wildfire glances scorch my heart, 
But honour whispers "nay " — 
(aloud) Come, 'rouse you, ma'am, 'tis time to start 
If we'd get home to-day. 
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Queen, (aside) Alas I that I my word must keep ; 

Of youths he is the flower ; 

And I in love have tumbled deep, 

I, who defied love's power. 
Bewildered quite, I hence depart 

Not caring where I stray, 
But something tells my tortured heart 
There'll be the deuce to pay, 
Giakt's Head, (wa de teste) Nor legs nor body own I now, 
I'm cut off in my prime I 
And I'll be bound that b<^ will vow 

He thinks it no great crime ! 
My bones must in this gloomy glen 

Now whiten day by day — 
A warning to tall gentlemen 
Who choose to walk this way. 

Chorus. Come, come, look smart, look very, very smart, 
Tis time we were away ; 
Run, run, what fun, to-morrow's sun, 
Will see her wedding day. 

{Exeunt — the Head desands trap) 



Scene Fifth. — "Hu Ktn^s Palace, as before. 
Enter King through arch. 

King. To be, or not to be ? that is the question, 

Which long ere this he's popped for her digestion, 

i ' , Tell me, thou little oracle of love, 

(prodimn^ a dandelton) 
Tell me, if she I prize the world above. 
From fortune's wheel to my blest lot will falL 
She loves me — {blows) — just a little — {blows) not 

atalL 
That's awkward I am I doomed to live and linger ? 
Come what, come may 1 I'll ask my little linger ! 
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Oh, little finger, mind you tell me true. 
Will my fair one, by Graceful, be brought to ? 
Yes — ^no — ^yes — no— yes I oh, supreme delight, 
I feel my little finger's in the right 

{shouts and flourish wit/wuf) 
Hark to those shouts 1 those trumpets ! and those 
drums I 

Enter VrscovNT Vsrysoso and Count PLENiPosa 

She comes ! my Lucidora t say she comes ! 
Count. She does, my liege ! 
KiHO. I knew she could not fail 

" Talk of the " hem ! the proverb's coarse and 

stale. 
Count, {half aside) I hope 'tis not prophetic 
King. Eh ! you spoke ? 

Count. Nothing my liege — or if, I did but joke. 
King. Joke 1 take care how you joke in such a case. 

Or, like your joke, you may be out of place. 

£«&r Courtiers, after which Graceful, leading Lucidora 
and followed by her Suite. 

Grace. Great King, the lady of your love behold ; 

She's yours, the Fair One, with the Locks of Gold ! 

Vis. {aside) For locks, read lots, and I should like it 
better. 

King. Oh, Graceful, 1 shall ever be your debtor. 
Madam, I'm dazzled by your beauty bright ; 
Ctae eye is Bude's, the other Boccius' light I * 
Pennit me, madam (tisses her); oh, conserve of roses 1 
What lips 1 and there's a nose, to put all noses 
For ever out of joint I and oh, that hair! 
Made of light gold ! 

Count, {aside) As our last sovereigns were. 

King. But wherefore silent stands my dearest deary ? 

Queen. My journey, sir, has made me faint and weary. 

King. Walk in — sit down — bed-chamber woman, ho I 

* Two new appUcatioiu for '"■"""« ''"g purpoia. 
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Enter Hollvuopsa through arth. 

Your mistress to her own apartments shew. 
Rii^ when you're ready for the cold collation — 
To-morrow, sweet, shall see your coronation. 
Queen. E'en when you please, since you will have it sa 
Dear Graceful 1 take care of the bottle though. 

Exeunt Mollthofsa first — Lucidora, Suite and CoURTlERS 
follow through arch. 

King. Bottle! what bottle? 

Grace Sir, to speak the truth, 

Tis an elixir, which eternal jrouth - 

And beauty to the drinker gives. 
K.iNa The deuce ! 

Grace. "Tis for her Majesty's especial use. 

But, notwithstanding it was so declared, 

To stop it at the Custom House theyVe daied. 
KiNC. A drink, to give eternal youth and beauty ! 

What sum could pay the ad valorem duty ? 

Tell them to pass the bottle, and not tap it ; 

I know their customs, rogues I but they shall nap it 

{Exit Graceful) 

111 ask the Queen if she a drop can spare one. 

Count. My royal lord 

King. WelL 

Count. When you wed the Fair One 

Wm Graceful stay at Court ? 
Kino. Of course, you flat ! 

Count. Indeed) 
King. Indeed t zounds, what d'ye mean by that ? 

Is he not honest? 
CoiniT. Honest I 

Kma Ay I 

Count. Dont know. 

KiNa But what d'ye think? 
CotmT. Think I 

King. Here's a predoos go ! 

Repeat my words again, I'll knock you down. 

TeU me your thoughts, sir. 
Count. Not for half-a<rown I 
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King. Ha, there's some screw loose, then. Why, dash m; 

wig! 
Count. Beware, my lord, of jealousy 1 
King. I twi^ 

Count. Mind, I say nothing, sir, I only hint 

Look to your wife— if ^e at Graceful squint, 

Just mind your eye — you heard her call him " dear." 
King. And so she did. 
Count. I own I thought that queer. 

But I'm too bold 

King. I hope she's not been bolder ; 

If so, I'll make the house too hot to hold her. 
Count. And Graceful? 
King. Seize and drag him to a prison. 

I'll teach the rogue to prig what isn't his'n ! 

Harkye, you've seen, if yuu have any eyes. 

Upon my table, stuff to kill the flies. 
Count. The German fly-water. 
King. Exactly sa 

When he's in prison, with that bottle go. 

Give him a dose of it upon the sly. 

Count. That will be murder 

King. Never mind. 

Count. Not L 

My friend is dead — 'tis done at your request 

But let her live. 
King. Perhaps that would be best 

Duo — King and Count — " La diarem la mmo." 

Count. " La ci darem la mano," 

Which means your fist tip me ; 

You know I can't say " Ah, no " 

To you, your Majesty. 
King. Politic Pleniposo, 

I'm easy on that score. 

But frail my spouse to know so ! 

It cuts me to the core. 
Count. Her voice is s^fahetio. 
King. Each word's a sharp stiletto ! 
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Count. He would your life cut short — 
King. I 

Wish he of lives had forty I 
Count. Piano ! — 
King. Forty ! — 

I'd take 'em one by one, O I 

And to prolong the fun, O ! 

Each dying scene encore 1 
KiNa j I'd take 'em, &c ) t„«.h„^ 
Count. ( He'd take 'em, &c I ^"S'^'^- 

Count. He comes. 

KiNa My guards. 

£«Ar Guards, Chamberlain, Courtiers, Mollymopsa. 
LuciDORA, and Suite. 

Count, (osk^;) O, vengeance ! {Exit) 

Vis. What's the row? 

Grace, {to Lucidora) I've cleared the bottle. 

KiNa Clear yourself, then. 

Grace. How ? 

KiNa To prison with him, since he can't reply. 

Grace. What have I done ? 

King. What can that signify ? 

Hence with him — stay, give me that bottle first. 
Queen. What is he guilty of 7 I'll know the worst 
King. You take uncommon interest in his late. 

Perhaps you love him ? 
Queen. Much as you I hate. 

All. O, rash confession \- 
Queen. You're a tyrant T — he 

The very nicest young man that can be ! 



Ladies and Gents. Lack-a-day ! wella-way ! 
We're extremely shocked all ! 
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Krac. Seize the wretch ! Let Jack Ketdi 

Take him by the throttle I 

(Guards uite Graceful) 
Grace. Of this precious bottle 

Somebody take caie. 

(MoLLYUOFSA takei it from hitii) 
Queen. Tyrant, hold ! My locks of gold 

111 cut and sell to pay his ransom ! 
Grac& Madam, don't ! I beg you won't I 

My life is hanging by that hair. 
King. She would shave her head to save 

That traitor's whom she think's so h 

Dread my wrath ! 
Queen. Oh, go to Bath, 

And get your head shaved there I 
King and Court. Here's a go, &c. 

Lack-a-day, &c 
KiMa He shall swing, on a string, 

Without judge or jury. 

Tremble at my fury I 

I'm as savage as a bear ! 
Queen ) „ , 

and VWhy, MT, all this fijry, pray?! ^^M 



Guards drc^ Gracetul (>^— Lucidora is. carrkd eff,/aint- 
ing — MoLLYUorsA rtms out with the iottle. 

King. She owns she loves him — I shall choke with rage ; 
To a great king prefer a paltry page. 
Haply, foi I tj^e snuff, she thinks me dirty ; 
Or, for I'm on the shady side of thirty. 
But thafs not much, I'm only thirty-four. 
Ha ! the elixir, that can youth restore ! 
One draught will make me quite a boy again, 
And my face handsome, were it even plain. 
They've placed it in her dressing-room, no doubt ; 
Suppose I just steal in when she comes out 
But then suppose she hasn't drawn the cork. 
Well, can't I get a corkscrew or a fork ? 
As if to broach a pint of Allsop's pale. 
This deed I'll do before this purpose fail {Exii) 
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Scene Sixth. — A Corrider in the Palau. 
Enter Mollyuopsa. 

MoL. Was ever maid in such a desperate case. 
As sure as can be, I shall lose my place. 
The bottle I was told to take such. care of, 
Is broken into bits, there's not a pair o£ 
What shall I do ? I certainly did stop 
To try if I could sip a Uttle drop. 
But oh, the cruel spite of fortune see, 
The bottle had a drop instead of me 

{skews neck of magic bottle) 
If I knew where another could be bought, 
But there, I'm sold O Gemini, a thought 1 
In the King's study I have surely seen 
One of this shape, and just this colour'd green. 
Whaf s in it, goodness knows — but something nice, 
No doubt, as it's the King's, so in a trice 
111 fetch it, slip over the neck this label. 
And place it on my lady's dressing-table. {■^xi^ 

Song — MoLLYMOPSA — " The Last Jiose of Summer" 

'TIS my last chance, and somehow 

Or other, if blown 
On my courtly companions 

The blame may be thrown. 
No page of the back stairs. 

No usher is nigh. 
To see me with £at botde. 

Brush off on the sly. 

At least if found out, and 

Discharged I should be. 
Some ladies, I trust, will 

Take warning by me ; 
And though it be simply 

Of eau-de-cologne. 
Drop the habit of cracking 

A bottle alone. 
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Enter Kino. 

■ Kmcfl tremble so, I know not what's come o'er me — 
(starts) Is this a corkscrew that I see before me ? 
The handle towards my hand — clutch thee I will I 
I have thee not — and yet I see thee still ! 
Art thou a hardware article ? or, oh ! 
Simply a fancy article, for show. 
A corkscrew of the mind — a false creation 
Of crooked ways, a strong insinuation ! 
I see thee yet, as plain as e'er I saw 
This patent one, which any cork can draw t 

{shewing patent corkscrew) 
Thou niarshal'st me the way that I should choose, 
And such an instrument I was to use ! 
There's no such thing ; 'tis what I steal to do, 
That on my fancy thus has put the screw. 
I go, and it is done, {going) Confound it ! there's 
That stupid Mollymopsa on the stairs. 

Enter Mollyuopsa, cautiously — as she enters the King slips 
out unseen. 

Moi. Of my sad smash I've swept up every trace. 
And put the other bottle in its place. 
The Queen I I tremble to appear before her. 
And this way comes the cajUive. 

Enter Guards, Graceful, Qt/SEN Lucidora, and 
Suite, Viscount. 

Grace. Lucidora ! 

Queen. Lead me, my virgins, lead me to that voice ; 

I am not mairied, and he is my choice ! 

Drag not this gentle gentleman to jail, 

I'll Hnd two housekeepers to be his bail 

I'm one myself — a queen, whose debts all paid are. 
Grace. Hear this, ye Gods ! and wonder how you made 

her I 
Officer. To bail he cannot be admitted 
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QuK2N. No! 

Then 111 to piison with him. 
Kiua {within) Help, there, ho! 

{Exit Viscount) 
Queen. What voice was that ? 
Gkace My royal master's surely. 

Reenter ViscoxjjiT. 

Vis. Run for a doctor, the King's taken poorly. 

Exeunt Officer and Viscount. 
Queen. The cramp has seized his conscience, I presume. 
What business has he in my dressing-room ? 

Re-enter Viscount, with bottle. 
Vis Oh, horror ! horror ! Madam 

Enter Courtiers /rtwi different entranas. 

Queen, Well, proceed. 

Via His Majesty is very ill, indeed 

(ftM) Courtiers exeunt) 
Drunk something that has with him disagreed. 
Out of this &tal bottle. {shews bottle) 

Queen. Ha ! miade free, 

With my superior patent eau de vie I 
But some one must have changed it, for look here, 
'Tis thick as ditch water ! 

Orace. That's very clear ! 

Queen. Where could he find this composition muddy? 

Enter Count, pale and Stated. 

Count. The fly water b missing from the study ! 
Grace. The German fly-water beyond a doubt 

{MoLLVMOFSA oimes forward and falls at Queen's^/) 
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MoL. Oh, matiam, pardon me, the muidei's out ! 

I chanced the other bottle just to crack 

Count. Ha 1 bind the traitress on the bottle rack. 

QuBEN. Stay — 'twas an accident — she didn't mean 

Gracx. Look, the King contes, his courtiers bonte 
betweea. 

71u King » borne forwari in an arm-chair fy the two 
Courtiers. 

Count. How fares your Majesty ? 

KiNa Poisoned t 111 fare 1 

I loved a lady who had golden hair ; 
And she has set my heart on fire — I bum 1 
Send for the engines^^an the water turn ! 

CotTNT. Alas 1 he raves 1 

KiN& More water — ^let me suck it 

From every hose, or I shall kick the bucket 
Go fetch the fire-escape — ah, no, I see ! 
Tis locked up, and the sexton has the key ! 
And he lives, heaven knows where, in some blind 

alley, 
And I must blaze, while you stand shilly shally ! 
My roof is falling in — hark, there's a shout- 
There, there — stop playing. I am going out, 
As my friend George * says, " going — goii^ — tpxnt ! " 
{dm) 

Queen. A heavy lot, so let it be withdrawn. 

(ih^ btar out King) 

Vis. The King is dead, therefore long live the 
King! 

Count. Quite constitutional — but there's one thing 
To be considered; he has left no heir 
To wield his sceptre, and to fill his chair. 
He died before he made this lady wife, too ; 
Therefore we've gut no king to cry long life to ! 

Queen. I am a queen in my own right, and so 



* RobinK, the eminent 
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111 many Graceful, if be won't say no ; 
And give him all the gold in my state coffer I 
Grace. Leap year 01 not, I jump, ma'am, at the ofier. 



m^ru Fairies i^ptar. 

Fairy. A veiy proper thing for both to do. 

Queen. Mercy upon us .' pray, sir, who are you P 

Fairy. We are three fairies, lately fish and fowl ; 
I was a carp, my friend here was an owl I 
My other &iend, for some catue, was a crow; 
All needed Graceful's aid, and had it, so 
We served him in return, and now in gloiy, 
Come here to terminate this faiiy story. 

Queen. You're welcome ; prithee make yourselves at 
home. 
Dear Graceful, now no further need we roam. 
But over both these kingdoms we will reign 
Together. 

Grace. Nay, to rule here we must gain 

Fennisdon first the vacant throne to fill 
Your voices, lords — 1 pray you let her will 
Have its free way — consent — don't pause about it. 
For here, you know, we can't stuaid without it 

Finau^" WhiiUbeKingbut Charlie." 

Grace. Approve the Fair with Golden Hair, 
Of smiles be every face full, 

Confirm her choice 

With hand and voice. 
And make a king of GracefiiL 

Come all together, 

Whate'er the weather, 
And fill this merry place fiill ; 

Nor cloud too soon 

The honeymoon 
Of Golden Locks and GracefiiL 
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Of kingdoms two * 
To make one new 

We need your approbation ; 
Pray don't thmk twice, 
Nor over nke,\ 

Oppose this annexation. 
Vote all together, 
Nor question whether 

Of danger 'tis a case full ; 
And without fears 
Let OMT front tiers 

Be " rectified " for Graceful ! 

Chorus. Come all together, &c 



* Addilional vene, when the Extntvaguiza was re* Ived. 



+ Nice, in 8**07 >^*'^ *>■ >^ <i 
uueied to Fmtce 'bj Napoleoo 
liontien." 
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AN EVENING WITH PUFF. 



An Original, Occasional, and Local Extravagantat 



Fmt peribrnied at the Theatte Rofal, Hapuaikct, < 
Eutn MoDday, April 8th, 1S44. 
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By my engagement with Mr. B. Webster I was bound to 
produce an Caster as well as a Christmas piece ; but I was 
at liberty to choose my subject, and hamg written a Fairy 
Extravaganza for Christmas, I considered it better, if only 
for variety's sake, to "change the spirit of my dream " at 
the ensuing holidays. The recent abolition of the mono- 
poly of the legitimate drama by the patent theatres, of the 
limitation of the seasons of the minors, and the establish- 
ment by law of &ee trade in theatricals throughout the 
Metropolis, together with the extraordinary state of dramatic 
affairs existing at that moment, appeared to me to present 
an excellent fbundarion for one of those Jiemus which I 
had been the first to introduce to this country, and had been 
so farourabty received by the public at the Adelphi in 1835, 
and thirteen years afterwards at the 01ymi»c, when 
Madame Vestris took her farewell on her departure for 
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In the Utter instance it was specially a pikt iPocauim, 
and the majority of the allusions necessarily personal In 
the one I now contemplated the scope would be wider, 
and in reviewing the productions at other houses, and the 
various exhibitions and entertainments which had attracted 
public attention during the current season, I should find 
opportunities for expressing my humble opinions on the 
unprecedented condition of the English stage, which, 
however open to correction, were as honestly entertained 
as I trust they were inoffensively promulgated. The great 
questbn was, could I render such a subject amusing. -That 
I succeeded in so doing by the aid of the artists employed 
in its represenution is sufficiently on record. The cast in- 
cluded Charles Mathews, James Bland, Miss P. Horton, and 
Mrs. Glover. I confess it was with some timidity I 
saw that noble actress enter the green-room in obedience to 
a call for the reading of the new burlesque ; but great was 
my pride and gratification on observing that she enjoyed 
every line of it, and received the part assigned to her with- 
out the slightest hesitation. How she acted it no one who 
did not see her can imagine. Charles Mathews had already 
established a reputation for his "Puff" in "The Critic," 
which he fully sust^ned in my humble imitation of it, and 
J. Bland and Miss P. Horton were all that could be desired 
as Punch and Ariel, the only other principal characters. It 
was worth writing, indeed, for such interpreters. 
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It is necessary for me briefly .to state to the reader of the 
present day the condition of the London stage five-and- 
diirty years ago. The Drama, although just emancipated 
from the absurd and vexatious regulations under which it 
had so long existed, had at that moment literally do " home " 
except at " the little theatre," as it was called, in the Hay- 
market Macready, disgusted at the conduct of the purblind 
proprietors of Druiy Lane, had retired from management, and 
the great, over-rented theatre was temporarily occupied by an 
Italian opera company. The proprietors of Covent Garden 
having ingeniously contrived to get rid of Madame Vestris, 
had been compelled to close its doors prematurely, and after 
an abortive attempt of Henry Wallack and a brief and a 
desperate struggle by Bunn, ceased to be a temple of the 
National Drama, and was in 1844 rented by M. JutUen 
for his Promenade Concerts. The marginal notes to the 
following pages will suificiently explain my allusions to 
other contemporary circumstances which were, of course, 
well-known to the play-going public of that period ; who 
heartily and hilariously endorsed the running commentary 
upon them. Hbtory, it is said, repeats itself. In this year of 
grace 1879, the Drama's only permanent "home" is the 
Haymaiket Drury Lane has closed its doors in the height 
of its season and is tenantless. Covent Garden has been for 
jrears an Italian Opera House, occasionally let to speculators 
for the production of a Christmas pantomime or promenade 
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concerts. At alt the other theatres spasmodical revivals of 
Shakespeare, Goldsmith, and Sheridan are resorted to with 
more or less success ; but until a theatre is established on 
such a foundation as not to be influent^ by the predominat- 
ing taste of the public, there b no hope <tf our possessing; 
one worth; the glorious Drama of this country The miser- 
able collapse of Drury Lane and the ejection of an efficient 
company and all the tmplayk into the streets, has awakened 
the profession to the necessity of obtaining a house for 
themselves, and I can only say with Punch in this piece, I 
sincerely wish tbey may get it 
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PROGRAMME OF SCENERY, &c 

RUINS OF THE ANCIENT TEMPLE OF THE 

DRAMA, 
Wilh & Miienble Prospect and Dissolving View of the Company, 



Dramatis Peisorue in want of Situations as well as Dialogue : — 
Mesns. Santer, Ennis, WitliBmson, Lawlcr, Comam, Atderson, J. 
Jones, Leigh, Aldridge, Weston, Manwairen, Russell, &c. ; Mesdames 
Mansfield, Jones, King, Dubois, C. Dubois, Reynolds, Sugden, &c. 

CRITICAL APPEARANCE OF PUFF. 



THEATRE ROYAL, DRURY LANE. 
With a Peep at the Slats through the Portico. 

RicRAKsIII. (,ir„„ n„™ T.„.\l Mr. Work six 

Lord Stanlkit 1'^""" ^""^ ^^*'f Mr. Carle 

Matilda i"^"™' GudUumeTell | Mrs. Caulitibld 

The Pkri ( ,!?„„ .u. n,ii..i t Miss Sblwvn 

AcHMET \ (Ftom Ihe Ballet) J Mr. Ireland 

THEATRE ROYAL, COVENT GARDEN 

{Under a Cloud). 

"It may be fcr years — and it may be for ever." — Papular Sa»g. 

Ariu. (From the " Tempest," the Adelaide 

Gallery, and the Royal Polytechnic 

InstitntioD) Miss P. HORTON 

Othkllo (OfT the boards, but between them) Mr. Ennis 

Macbeth (Uptosnuil) Mel Howard 

Punch (From the Office— just out— though his 

Mother is not aware of it) Mr. James Bland 

Portia (From the "Merchant of Venice," with 

an entirely f/iw Ail never contemplated 

by Shakeqieare) Miss Lee 

Nrrissa (Who has got the bag) MissGrove 

'Formerly Miss Mattley. 
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THE LIT7LE THEATRE IN THE HA YMARKET 



Falstaff 1 ,-B ,1.. ..M wi„_^ J Mr. T, F. Matthbws 

Mrs. Page 1 (Fn>m Ihe Mdr,^ Wives of ( miss Jones 

Mrs. Ford! Windsor ) f Mbs.Wobreu. 

Katherina^ {From the "Tuning of the I MissMANSnELD 

Petruchio J Shiew ") ) Me. Carle 

THE DRAMA AT HOME. 



" THE CHRISTMAS CAROL," from the Adelphi. 

Spirit of Christmu Put, Miss Kendall. SfMiit of Cbrattnss 

n««iit, Mr. J. Jones. Spirit of Christmas Future, Miss Connor. 

Old Scroc^, Mr. Santbr. 

"THE ROAD OF LIFE, OR THE CABMAN'S CAREER," 

From the Oljmpic. 

Tim Turnstile, Mr. Axdridoe. 

"SUSAN HOPLEY." from the Vicloria. 

Susan, Miss Phillips. 

"THE LAST SHILLING," from the Sumy. 



"THE MAGIC MIRROR," from the Princess's. 
Poo Poo, Mi. Eccles. 

The whole to conclude with a 

GRAND ANOMALOUS PROCESSION OF THE 

LONDON EXHIBITIONS 
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THE DRAMA AT HOME; 



AN EVENING WITH PUFF. 



ScB»iE.— .<i Destri—in the centre the Ruins of the Temple of 
the Drama. 



2^ Drama, in a wretched condition, is discovered, gating 
en her ruined Temple, and surrounded by her Sons and 
Daughters.. 

Air and Chorus — Ophelia — " Over the mountain and ever 
the moer." 

Over the mountain and over the moor, 

Hungry and barefoot, we wander forlorn ; 
Melpomene's dead and Thalia is poor, 

We sigh for the days that will never return. 
Pity, kind gentlefolks, friends of Thea.tricals, 

fianish'd the Garden, scarce heard in the Lane, 
Give us some food for our mother, for chanty, 

Find a snug home for the Drama again. 

(Exeunt separately) 
Dra. Aye, go, my children, do the best ye may I 
The Drama, like a dog, has had her day, 
And worse dian any dog she now is treated — 
Turned out of doors, deserted, bullied, cheated j 
Her halls in ruins, or possessed by foes, 
Or opened one day but the next to close ; 
Reduced to the last stage, her hopes all fled. 
Her hapless offspring now must beg their bread. 
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Jaf&ei is not woith half a ducat now ; 

Who steals lago's purse, steals trash, I vow; 

Poor Juliet can't afford the smallest iter/ 

Macbeth iias fallen quite into the sere ; 

The Road to Ruin, Domton faster goes ; 

No Way to Keep Him luckless Lovemore knows ; 

Macheath must boldly take the road again ; 

Old Justice Greedy licks his chops in vain ; 

George Barnwell fails to make his uncle blud ; 

Othello's occupation's gone indeed 1 

Oh, Fate ! I'll lay me down at once, and die. 

A ehord- — A large posting-bill appears on the vtaU, upon 
whUh is written — " Unparallelkd Attraction! '7S* 

Critic' Every Evening. Puff by " the rest is tarx 

off^Music; the wall opens, and 

Enter Puff. 

Puff. Die ? — nonsense ! 

Dra. Who are you, sir ? 

Puff. Who am I ? 

Why, madam, you must know me well enough. 

The Drama cannot have forgotten Puif. 
Dra. Ah, Puff!, "my grief was blind," as Richard says; 

But even you can't help me now-a-days. 

Puffs put his hand to bills forme so oft, 

That in the market they are worthless. 
Puff. Soft t 

No scandal against Queen Elizabeth, pray ; 

Pve come to shew you there is still a way 

To make your fortune — sink the stage ! 
Dra. Thafs done I 

Puff. Pve twenty famous schemes on foot, each one 

Certain to fill the speculator's purse. 

But let me speak in prose, I can't bear verse. 
Dra. E'en as you will, it matters not to me, 

So that your language but dramatic be. 
Puff. Dramatic I My dear madam, don't you remember 
my tragedy — my celebrated tragedy of the "Spanish 
Armada,"— that they rehearsed I can't say how many 
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times at all the houses 7 The language of Puff not 
dramatic I Genius of Sheridan I 

Dra. I'm glad to hear you invoke his genius, for it was but 
the other day I was told he had none. 

Puff. For tragedy? 

Dra. For comedy. 

Puff. And who could venture ? 

Dra. Oh, one of my would-be doctors, who are always 
prescribing for the Draina, yet can never agree as to the 
cause of her decline. 

Puff. Late dinner hours, and bad company. 

Dra. So some tell me — others attribute it to a surfeit 
of French dishes : but when I am starving for food I must 
take what I can get, — besides, all depends upon the cook- 
ing, and I've been mighty sick upon English fare occa- 
sionally. 

Pt;FF. Did you ever try cold water ? 

Dra. I've had a great deal thrown on me lately. 

Dra. It did Melo-drama a world of good at Sadler's 
Wells some years ago ; and permit me — this is one of my 
favourite projects, (producing p^pff) I have just written 
the prospectus of the New Metropolitan Grand Junction 
Hydropathic Society, or Cold Water for the Million Com- 
pany. " The projectors of this great national undertaking 
having seen an advertisement stating that the Theatre 
Royal, Covent Garden, is to be let for any purpose for 
which the building is available, beg to inform the public 
that they are in treaty for a lease of those extensive pre- 
mises, the proprietors of which having been long in hot 
water, are desirous of trying cold, and trust shortly to re- 
open that once popular establishment under high and 
distinguished patronage. The stage being completely useless, 
will be converted into a reservoir, and the central chande- 
lier being removed, a capacious shower bath will be erected, 
which, as soon as the pit is completely full, will be emptied 
without fail upon the subscribers, who will have the privi- 
lege of sitting in their wet clothes from seven till eleven ; 
a period, it is imagined, amply sufficient for testing the effi- 
cacy of this admirable system. N.B. — In anticipation of 
the nightly overflows, an extra pit door will be opened to 
let the water out, after the audience is completely saturated. 
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— No mackintoshes, or umbrellas, can possibly be 
sdmined." 

Dra. Ah me ! Time was the pit was drowned in teafs ! 

Puff. "Those times are past, Floranthe !"* 

Dra. And how do you propose to benefit me or mine by 
this project? 

Puff. You can provide for Ophelia, who has always had 
a tendency to cold water : I'll propose her to be resident 
directress, with a bed in the grave trap, and the run of the 
cistern. 

Dra. " Too much of water hast thou, poor Ophelia." — 
Is there no other remedy? 

Puff. No other ? a hundred ! — all equally efficacious. 
You remember "Animal Magnetism?" 

Dra. Perfectly; a capital farcef that brought many a 
good half price m better days. 

Puff, You'd make ten times the money by the same 
farce under its new title of mesmerism, and by the per- 
sonal application of it escape a great deal of anxiety. 
For instance, once thrown into a state of magnetic slumber, 
you become insensible to pain, — I might cut off the whole 
free list of a theatre, the public press excepted, and you 
wouldn't be in the slightest degree aware of it 1 All com- 
plimentary admissions might be suspended without inter- 
fering with the healthful action of your own faculties, and 
by the communication of the magnetic fluid to the 
audience, roars of laughter, or floods of tears could be 
produced at the pleasure of the operators. 

Dra. And the audience asleep all the while ? 

Puff. As fast as Lady Macbeth, or Juliet, after she has 
taken the friar's balsam ! I've spoken to both those ladies 
on the subject — they are delighted with the notion, and 
have offered themselves as subjects for experiment, one at- 
tended by her doctor, and the other by Romeo's 
apothecary. 

Dra. Well, there is some appearance of aeling in this ; 
and therefore, I prefer it to the aquatic scheme. 

* A familial quotation in proressional ciicles from George Cohnan's 
play of the " Mounlaineeis. 

t By His. Inchbald, first performed at Covenl Gaiden, 178S. 
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Puff. And it cant signify to you whether the audience 
are lulled to sleep by the five fingers of a professor of 
mesmerism, or the five acts of a dull tragedy. 

Dra. Particularly if they can be made to applaud in the 
right places. 

Puff. In the right places ! — My dear madam, that's being 
a little too particular, — people seldom applaud in the right 
places when they're awake— you wouldn't have them more 
discriminating in their dreams. If they applaud at all, that's 
the great thing ; and if Puff has the management of the 
business there shall be thunders of approbation, from the 
rising of the foot-tights to the covering up of the boxes 
^er the performances are over. They shall call for the car- 
penters, fling bouquets to the box-keepers, and, in the height 
of their enthusiasm, olfer twice as much to get out of a 
theatre as they paid to come into it 1 

Dra. I can't believe you. 

Puff. Not believe Puff! " Then is doomsday near," I'll 
^ve you ocular demonstration, that is, to your mind's eye, 
if you have a mind, (stamps, a chair rises) Be so good as 
to place yourself in that chair — it is the very one Macbeth 
thinks he sees Banquo in. Now don't be afraid ; I've written 
so much on this wonderful science that I may truly say — I 
have got it at my fingers' ends. 

The Drama seats herself in the chair — Puff waves his hand 
before Iter eyes in the received manner, and sings — 

Air — " Oh slumber, my darling." 

Oh slumber, my Drama, and PufT, by his slight 

Of hand, shall soon make you believe " black is white," 

The stage, and the scenes, and the actors, you'll see 

As perfect as Puif can declare them to be ! 

Then slumber, my Drama — oh dream while you may; 

For if you awake— there's an end of the play. 

.flourish, and lights doum — The Theatre Royal, Drury Lane, 
rises ; and as soon as the building is up, the portion beneath 
the portico opens, and the stage is seen with a tableau from 
the play of "Richard JII.," as lately performed there. 



n,g,t,7rJM,GOOglC 



THE DRAMA AT HOME; OS, 



Now, madam, as you are fast asleep, be kind enough to 
■ infonn me where you are, and what you see ? 
Dra. Vision of gloiy! — I'm at Drury Lane 

With Shakespeare — " Richard is himself again 1 " 
Puff. I told you so. 
Statue of Shakespeare ever thtportito — Awake ! 

Beware of fibbers ! 
That Richard's none of mine — Tis CoUey Gibbers ! 
{^portico closes — Uf^ts up) 
Dra. Ha !— (j/arti up) 

Punr. Rot that Shakespeare, he always speaks the tntth ! 
I wonder what the devil they stuck him up there for. 
There was a leaden Apollo, with a lyre in his hand, on 
the top of the old building^much more appropriate to 
the new one — where William Tell draws more than 
William Shakespeare. But you see, madam, I did not 
deceive you. 

Dra. No, for you did deceive me — "Twas a dream, too 
bright to last ! 

Puff. What's the odds, so long as you're happy? and in 
these times you ought to be happy to find a theatre open at 
all, particularly one that has been crowded three nights a. 
week to hear — " The most eminent singer in Europe." 
Dra. Oh, Puff! Puff! 
Puff. Upon my honour, and no puff 
Name but Duprez, the public and the press 
Will own that he deserved " immense success." * 

MusUfrem " William Tell" — The portico opens and discloses 
a tableau from the epera^ Arsold and Matilda — J'art 
of duet sung from Second Act, and portico closes. 

Dra. Well, that is very sweet, 1 must admit 
Puff. 'Twas sure to tell, as Tell was sure to hit But 
you must allow me to introduce to you another distinguished 
foreigner, who kept open house for you before Christmas. 

Music— The portico opens and discovers a tableau from the 
balUt of the " Peri." 

* A celebrated tenoi at this time, whose perfornuuice of GuillBume 
Tell in the opeia of that name was specially disIiDguiahed hy lasutde 
feitrine. 



n,g,t,7rJM,GOOglC 



AN EVENING WITH PUFR 



Dra. Mercy upon me t Who is thb I see? 

Puff. An incarnation of Terpsichore; own sister to Thalia 
and Melpomene, by Jupiter — according to Tattersall's edi- 
tion of " Lempiiere's Classical Dictionary." In plain English, 
the " Pet of the Ballet" That, madam, is the bewitching 
Peri who turned the benches of Dniry I^ne into so many 
Paradise Rows, and the most sceptical critics into true be- 
lievers. Would you be so obliging, most beautiful P^an, a& 
to favour us with that lover's leap which has made Sappho's 
contemptible? 

{^uik—tke Peri Uaps into the arms ^Achmet — the 
portio) closes)* 

Brava t Bravissima ! Dancing has charms to soothe the 
savage breast ! 

Dra. " Music" is the or^;inal text 

Puff. Congreve's— but he knew nothing of dancing; Had 
he lived in these days he would have changed his tune, or 
written, " BaUet-masic hath charms." Music is making great 
strides, I allow, but dancing jumps over everything — clears a 
fortune at a bound — exempli gratia ; and should be painted 
like a new Colossus, bestriding the world, with one fantastic 
toe in St Petersburgh and the other in Philadelphia. Was 
there ever anything in mere music to equal the tour-de-force 
you have just witnessed ? 

Dra. It was more like a catch than anything else. 

Puff. It was a great catch for the manager, I can tell 
you. 

Dra. And Covent Garden, though it used me ill, 
With all its faults, alas I I love it stilL 
Once more let me behold that noble fane. 
Puff. Unmesmerised, I fear 'twill give you pain, 
Dra. No matter. 
Puff. Well, then, to oblige you, there ! 

Music^Clouis descend quickly before Drttry Lane, rise 
immediately, and discover Covent Garden; the building 

* See " The r«ir One with the Golden Locks," page 339. 
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is almost entirely cmxred by an enormous red arid 
white poster : — " Theatre Roval, Covznt Garden, — 
Destruction of Pompeii, Every Evening."* 

Dra. Why, Where's the theatre ? 

Puff. Before you. 

Dra. Where ? 

Puff. My dear madam, did you ever see the moon behind 
a cloud ? 

Dra. Never. 

Puff. Of course not, because it is behind a cloud, and 
for a similar reason you can't see the theatre, because it is 
behind the poster. The great thing, now, madam, is your 
poster, it can't be too large ; the notion's a capital one, for 
lookye, madam, the public may not come to see the enter- 
tainment, but by Jove they can't help seeing the bill 

Dra. Then they do play something here still, according 
to that announcement ? 

Puff. Play something ! — to be sure they do. 

Dra. What? 

Puff. The fiddle in general, and the comet-4-piston in 
particular. 

Dra. But what has the fiddle to do with the destruction 
■of Pompeii? 

Puff. A great deal, ma'am. Nero fiddled when Rome 
was burning ; why shouldn't Jullien fiddle when Pompeii is 
destroyed ? But the great feature is the eruption of Mount 
Vesuvius. 

Dra. On the stage ? 

Puff. No, that's been done a hundred times ; this is a 
iwrfectly novel idea — you'd never guess. What do you 
think of an eruption of Mount Vesuvius in the one-shilling 
gallery? 

Dra. You're joking ! 

Puff. Am I ? 

;o his Promeiude 

Albert's (^>ei*, the principal features of which were slated to be " EKfdo- 
' in of the Ciatet, lallbgof the Temples and total destnictioD of the 
y." These effects considerably startled the audience. 
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Discordant music, accompanied by tolling of bells, thunder, 
beating of gongs, red fire, &'c. 

Dra. Mercy upon me ! what's that ? 

Puff. That? Thafsit! 

Dra. The eruption 7 

PoFF. Yes, the destruction of Pompeii " Guns, 
trumpets, blunderbusses, drums, and thunder." The music 
and red Are of a melo-drama without the dialogue — a great 
improvement 

Dra. Or the acting. 

Puff. Certainly ; who cares for acting now-a-days ! the 
public want startling effects, madam, not fine language or 
natural acting; "good worts, good cabbage," as Falstaff 
says. Get your effects, madam, no matter how, but get 
them, and the faster the better. Bless your soul, I've learned 
a great deal since I wrote the " Spanish Armada," I've a 
tragedy in hand now, the five acts of which contain only 
one detonating ball in each, and will go off as fast as the 
principal actors can stamp upon them. If that hangs fire, 
the devil's in it ! 

Dra. But still my Theatres Royal 

Puff. Were not licensed pursuant to the asth of George 
the Second, for music and dancing only ; certainly not ; but 
so it is — 'tis true, 'tis pity, pity 'tis 'tis true I And, there- 
fore, I return to my project of the Metropolitan Grand 
Junction Hydropathic — but stay — a thought — as you seem 
quite abroad already, what do you say to emigration — one 
of my favourite remedies ? 

Dra, Emigration! whither? 

Puff. "Wherever you please, my pretty little dear!" — 
Sydney, New Zealand, Hong Kong ; you've only to choose, 
they're all at a convenient distance. In these wonderful 
days we can put a girdle round about the earth in forty 
minutes. 



Song — Puff — french Air. 

claimed a modest youtli, " re 

Annihilate both time and space, and make two lovers 



" Ye gods !" exclaimed a modest youtii, " requite my fond 
devotion ; 
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And Teallf we have lived to see such powers of locomotioo. 
One might suppose the gods had kindly granted his 
request. 

Steam can ovei terra tinna send us swiftly darting. 

And soon a fl^g omnibus our wildest hopes will crown. 

Every twenty mmutes from the Bank youll see it starting, 
For Greenwich or for Greenland, Hampstead Heath or 
Hobart Town. 

Folks who wish for change of air may get it in a twinkling; 

Drive along the Milky Way instead of Rotten Row ; 
Or if to drink the best fiohea in China you've an inkling 

An early train will set you down to breakfast in Ningpa 

" Over land to India" now excites no admiration, 
" Over sky to Botany Bay " will sound as common soon. 

Glorious news, Old England, for your surplus population ! 
Companies are forming fast to colonise the moon. 

Swifter than the bullet speeds, or arrow from the bow flies. 
Hasten, happy lunatics, in air to take your swing ; 

Man's ambition now is but to travel as the crow Hies ; 
The time is come, indeed, to say that time is on the wing. 

Come then, who's for Mexico, Pekin or Otaheite ! 

For Charles's Wain, the Pleiades, the Great orlittle Bear? 
The Cloud Conveyance Company will run you from the 
City, 

In Coaches to the Elephant and Castle — in the air. 

Ecce Signum t 

Music — Ariel appears in a flying earriagt. 

Dra. Angels and ministers of grace, defend us I 
Puff. The coach is ready ; whither shall we wend us ? 
Dra. But who's the coachman P 
Arisl. Mistress, don't you knof^ 

I was the servant of old Prospero, 
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Until he left off business — shut up shop, 

And told his Ariel the twig to hop. 
Diu. What, Ariel ! My brave spirit, is it thou ? 

I fear you dont " so merrily live now." 
Ariei. Your pardon, madam, thanks to Mr. Puff, 

I get my living merrily enough ; 

I am engaged, ma'am, at a handsome salary 

By the tUrectors of the Adelaide Gallery,* 

To lecture upon Ariel Navigation; 

The hobby of the Grtms of every nation. 

And at the Polytechnic Insdtution, 

To put all sorts of pranks in execution. 

In my old line, " to swim, to drive, to ride, 

On the curled clouds," and heaven knows what 
beside; 

So 'twixt the twain, I have enough to da 
Dra. What are these places like ? — to me they're new. 
Ariel. Places they are, like our enchanted isle, 

*' Full of strange noises " — sights to make you smile, 

And wonder — till bewitched you almost feel, 

Though nothing shocks you but the Electric Eel 

&«^— Ariel — " Wktrt the bu suds." 

Where the fleas work, there work 1, 

In the diving-belt I lie, 

Tho' the public " humbug " cry. 

In the aeriel ship I fly. 

At the Adelaide Gallery, 

Merrily, merrily do I live now, 

Under the favour of Puff, I allow. 

Merrily, merrily, &c, &c 

Dra, Would all my children as well off I knew. 
PuPF. I have employment found for one or twa 
Dra. Where's poor Othello ? 

* The Adelude Gallei?, a(Ijoim■^; Lowthet Aicade, wai oiigiiudly 
deroted to scieiu:e. Il was snbsequenll; coDveiled into a cauno, was 
iltned to the Marionette Theatie in iSj2, and U now one of the 
rerEcsbment rooms of Messrs. Galti. 
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Puff. Posted close at hand, 

Boardman to Wairen, No. 30, Strand. 

{music — Othello enters with ]^arreds blacking 
boards on his bach) 

Air—'Pvr?—" Tlie Coal Blatk Rose." 

Poor Othello, done quite brown, 

Driven off the boards by Fortune's frown. 

Between a pair is glad to get 

And prove he's not as black as "Warren's brilliant jet" 

Jim Crows and fiddlers' bows 

Have quite put out of joint his poor black nose. 

AtUEi. Ah, there, no doubt, you'd influence enough; 

The blacking trade owes much, indeed, to Pi& 
Dra. And Macbeth ? 
Puff. Set up a cigar dtvan, 

And stands at his own door as a HighlandmatL 

{music — If^ng changes to cigar divaa shop, 
with Macbsth at door) 

Song — Akiel — "A Highland lad my love was bom." 

A Highland chief Macbeth was bom. 

The London stage he has left in scorn. 

And he's opened a cigar divan, 

Where he stands at his door as a Highlandman. 

Sing O I my braw John Hi^Iandman — 
Sing hey ! my braw John Highlandman — 
If you wish to smoke a real Havan — 
You should deal with my John Highlandman ! 

Ariel touches Macbeth with her wand; he leaves his door, 
advances to Othello, who goes to meet hivt—JAACBErrK 
offers him his mull — I^ey take snuff, shake hands, and 
exeunt. 

Dra. AndShylock? 
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Ariel. Hush I he's kicked up such a breeze ; 

Opened a slop shop iu the Minories, 
And picked up money just as if 'twere dirt ; 
But you have heard Tom Hood's "Soi^ of the 
Shirt." 

Dra. No. 

Ariei. Twas in Punch.* 

Dra. Still ignorance I own. 

Ariel. Not to know Punch, argues yourself unknown ! 

Dra. I do remember, a long time ago, 

There was a fellow kept a puppet show 

So called, whose wooden actors played some tricks 

That made folks laugh-^I thought 'em precious sticks. 

Puff. Not half such sticks as some of yours I've seen. 

Dra. That's not like Puff. 

Puff, Oh, that's ourselves between ; 

Not that I'm fond of Signor Punchinello j 
He writes himself. No friend of mine. The fellow 
Blows his own trumpet, — don't employ me, 
And out-puffs eveiy puff that he can see. 

Music — Punch squeaks without, and a wing changes to the 
window of the " Funch" Office, at which Punch appears. 

Punch. Roo, too, too, too I 

{hits Puff a rap with his bAten) 
Puff. You'll be the death of me ! be quiet do I 

Air — Punch — " Putuh cures the gout." 

Punch is just out. 
Come buy my laugh provokers, 
For I'm own'd by every man 
To be the best of jokers ! 
Buy Punch's almanack, 
Laugh till your sides you crack, 
Mine is the real Raeh, — 
Punch of a pun, sir ; 

• Hood's world.renowned "Song of the SWrt" oriffnally «ppea«d 
in PuiKk, i6th December, 1843. 
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Buy Punch's pocket-book ; 
Ne'er in another look ; 
Every line bears a hook 
Baited with fun, sir ! 
Here's Punch's Christmas piece, 
All other swans are geese, 
Who can your mirth increase, 
like PunchineUo ? 
Root, too, too, too, too ! 
Down with the devils blue ! 
Laugh as you ought to do, 
Or you're a stupid fellow ! 

{/erf« Puff) 

Puff. Let me alone ! {to Draua) Madam, are you 
inclined 

To go to China? 
Dra. I have half a mind, 

If you will puff me off. 
Puff. Of course. 

Dra. How long 

D'ye think 'twill take to waft me to Hong Kong ? 
Puff. Five hours and twenty minutes, to a second. 

The time has been most accurately reckoned. 

You start at ten from the Chinese Collection 

At Knightsbridge.* By the way, upon reflection, 

If only to «e China is your care. 

You needn't stir a step — you have it there. 
Punch. Ah, Puff again 1 {pokti him) 

Puff. If that's a puff, sir, choke me. 

Zounds and the devil, Punch, you quite provoke 
met 
Punch. Why, you've cried "Wolf!" till, like the shepherd 
youth, 

You're not believed when you do speak the truth. 
Ariel. Now Blackwall, Egypt, China, Newfoundland 1 
Puff. Madam, will you allow me in to hand 



* Tbs Exhibition here alluded lo wu one of the principd ngfati 
of London at thii time, and created coDsidentble att^tion. It w*t 
^tutted immediately west of the Alexandra Hotel. 
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Enttr Portia and Nerissa. 

PoR. Tarty a little ! 

All. Portia I 

PoR. Even so. 

Dra. Come you from Padua, from Bellaiio ? 

POR. No, ma'am, from Westminster ; why would you roam 7 

Dra. Because theyVe ceased to care for me at home. 

PoR. Then you've not heard the news — the Drama's free 1 

All. Free! 

PoR. To go where she will 

Dra. It cannot be I 

Except to exile, therefore, in despair, 
"To foreign climates my old trunk I bear." 

Poit.1 say you're free to act where'er you please. 
No longer pinioned by the Patentees, 
Need our immortal Shakespeare mute remain, 
Fixed on the portico of Drury Lane ; 
Or the nine Muses mourn the Drama's fall, 
Without relUf, on Covent Garden's waU, 
Sheridan now at Islington may shine ; 
Marylebone echo " Marlow's mighty line ;" 
Otway may raise the waters Lambeth yields, 
And Farquhar sparkle in St. George's Fields; 
Wycherley fluster a Whitechapcl pit, 
And Congreve wake all " Middlesex to Wit." 

Ariel. Here's news indeed ! 

Puff. Important, if a facL 

Dra. Is that the law ? 

PoR. "Thyself shall see the act" 

Dra. O joyful day ! then I may flourish still I 

Punch. May ! Well, that's something ; let us hope you will 
A stage may rise for you, now law will let it. 
And Punch sincerely " wishes you may get it 1" 

Puff. A stage may rise ! — There always was a stage 
In London, for the Drama's heritage. 

Dra. Where? 

Puff. Id the HaymarkeL Behold it ! 

(music — the Hwfmarktt T^eatrt rises) 

Arieu That! 

Why, there's not room in it to swing a cat 
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Fancjr the " Tempest in a place so small ! 

A storm in a puddle !" iVouldn't draw at alL 

A theatre 1 A band-box, a child's toy ! 
Dra. Quite large enough good acting to enjoy. 

But ah 1 'tis open scarcely half the year, 

When town is out of town, 
PoR. You've then to hear 

More news, for all the year round now you may. 

If Fortune grant you sunshine, make your hay. 
Puff. God save the Queen I 
PtJNCH, And hang the crier ! 

Puff. Hang Puff f 

Punch. He'll hang himself give hiro but rope enough. 
Dra. Transporting tidings ! What, the whole year round ? 

The Drama has, indeed, a home then found I 

From which she ne'er will move. Open the gate 

That she may enter it, and take her state. 

Musk — Tlteatre opens — Tableau — Sir John Falstaff 
between HLvs. Ford and Mrs. Page, and on the right, 
Katherine and Petruchio. 

POFF. See Windsor's Merry Wives are there to greet you, 
And Katherine and Petruchio haste to meet you. 

Dra, My dear Sir John ! — friends all 1 

Puff. " sweet Aiine Page I" 

For thirty nights that play was all the rage* 

Punch. Puff! {pokeikimy 

Puff. Zounds ! be quiet, — the town knows that's true. 

PimCH. Then there's less reason for a word from you. 

Puff. Mustn't I speak at all ? 

Punch. You talk such stuff! 

Puff. Stuff in your teeth! No "Critic" without Puff! 
I won't be put down in this bullying way. 
Madam (to Drama^, since you're at home, permit 

me, pray, 
To introduce some friends Pd fain invite 
To celebrate your glad return to-night 



• Stticktand, Madune Vestris, and Mrs. Nisbetl were Falstaff, 
Mn. Pajge, and Mis. Foid. It was succeeded hy '' The Taming of the 
Shrew, '*^with Mrs. Niibett and Webster as Katherine and Petrochio. 
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Dra. Well, shew 'em up — to make a merry end on'L 
Punch. Leave that t6 Punch, hell shew 'em up, de- 
pend on'L 
Ariel. Nay, I'll be usher, since a wand I bear. 

fTuFF jHw her paper) 
Punch. I bear a baton — bill-stickers beware I 
Ariel, (announcing) The minor theatres for presentation, 
Sy Mr. Puff, on their emancipation. 

(presents roll of paper to Draua) 
A Christmas carol from the Adelphi 1 * 

EnUr the three Spirits, fallowed hy Scrooge. 

Punch. Thieves! 

PuiT. They've got the author's leave. 

Punch. You mean his leaves. 

And copied them, I've no doubt, to the letter. 
Dra. Well, if they're Dickens's, I can't have better. 

Song — Ariei. 

Heav'n bless the merry gentleman, 

I'm sure the poor may say. 

And may he wiite as good a book 

For every Christmas D^ j 

And if, to help the drama's cause, he'd write as 

good a play, 
Twould be tidings of comfort and joy. 

Mitsic — Elder Olympic Banner bearer, followed by Tih 
Turnstile, from " The Road of Life, or the Cabman's 
Career." t 

Ariel. A cabman from the Olympic ! 

" This veraioD wu by Mr. Edward Stirling. 
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Punch. Take his number I 

I'll pull him up for driving his live lumber 
Across the stage ; these hoards he sure might spaie. 
Now there's a wooden pavement everywhere. 

Music — Enter Victoria Banner-bearer, folhwtd by 
Susan Hopley.* 

Ariel. Susan, from the Victoria. 

Punch. Black-eyed Sue ? 

Puff. No, Susan Hopley, a great hit 1 

Punch. Roo too ! (hits Puff) 

Dra, But have they brought out nothing at the Suripy ? 

Puff. Yes, but it's what no manager will hurry, 

At any time, to bring out — "The Last Shilliim;."t 
Punch. He's pretty sure to do 't, howe'er unwilling. 

Music—" T^ Last Shilling " — Enter Surrey Banner- 
bearer followed by Farmer, Daughter, and Sailor. 

Dra. But hold ! you talk'd of Shakespeare, Congreve ; 
where 

Am I the better for this promise fair 7 

I see no rising drama worth the name. 

And now the law is surely not to blame. 
Punch. It's true you don't, but still I wish you may. 
For. Have patience. Rome was not built in a day. 
Dra. But read this list of titles — Gods 1 I'm undone ! 

"Jack Sheppard," "Rogues of Paris," "Scamps of 
London," 

"The Profligate," "The Young Scamp" — Oh, my tears ! 

Ill see no more — and yet a fifth appears ! 

Music — Enter Banner-bearer t>f the Prinasis Theatre, 
followed by Poo-Poo, from the " Magic Mirror," heldit^ a 
mirror. 

Who bears a glass, which shews me foreign dresses. 
* A domestic drama by Kbdin Hit. f Anothei by Fandt Saville. 



n,g,t,7rJM,GOOglC 



AN EVENING WITS PUfK 



And English Don Pasquales^ — hang the fellows I 

They've done me harm enough on their own stage ; 

What right have they to be on mine the rage ? 

Hence I I'll acknowledge them on no con£tioDS. 
Puff. Will you receive the London Exhibitions ? 
Ura. Yes, foT I'm told there are such sights to see 

The town has scarcely time to think of me. 

March — Enter in procession, and preceded by Banner-bearers 
and Boardtnm,the Ofib&euiay Indians, GeneraiTom Thumb, 
the Centrifugal Railway, \ Madame Tussaud, with Contr- 
missioner Lin and his favourite Consort, the Industrious 
Fleas, Diver and Diving Bell, and the Chinese Collection, 

FinaU — Puff — " yim along jFosey." 

The names of two great warriors whom you here may sea. 
Are Pat-au-ah-quot-ah-we-be and Gish-e-gosh-e-ghe. 
And after such a specimen of Ojibbeway, 
I presume youll excuse me at once if I say — 

Ojibbeway— jibbeway Indians I 

Ojibbeway — ojibbeway O I 

Arisl — {advancing with Gen. Tom Thumb) — " Yankee 
Doodle." 

Yankee Doodle sent to town, 

On a little pony, 
This little man of great renown, 

Who struts like little Boney. 
Every wonder here to send, 

Jonathan's a mania. 
Punch. I wish he'd send the dividend 

Due from Pennsylvania ! 



■s's, ChniUnas, 1843, in which Mr. Paul Bedford 
played Poo-Foo. 
t A fduitific experiment thee exUbitiDg; in Great Windtnill Street 
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Puff — " A frog he would a wooing $e'' 

If a somerset neatly you wish to throw, 

Heigho! says Rowley, 
I'd really advise you at once to go — 
(Though what you'd get by it hai^ me if I know) 

To the Rowley-poley gammon and spin-again 

Centrifugal Railway. 

Ariel — " Sieea Kitty Clover." 

To see you in clover, comes Madame Tussaud, 

O, 0,0,0,0,0,0,0! 
Your model in wax-work she wishes to shew, 

O, o, o, o, O, o o, o I 
The Kin^ of the French and Fieschi the traitor, 
Commissioner Lin and the Great Agitator, 
Kings, Princes, and Ministers all of them go, 

O, 0, o, o, 0,0,0,0! 
To sit for their portraits to Madame Tussaud, 

O, o, o, o, O, o, o, a 

PtJNCH— " Gee up DMtn." 

You talk about wonders ! just look upon these j 
You'd think them two little industrious fleas ; 
But just through a microscope peep at their mugs. 
And these two httle fleas become horrid huTahugs I 

Gee up Dobbin, Gee up Dobbin, 

Gee up Dobbin, Gee up and gee-whoa t 

Ariel — " The deep deep Sea." 

Oh don't he look a love, (poiuting to Diver) 

In his helmet and coatee. 
Rendered waterproof to rove 

In the deep deep sea ! 
Than the wave he dives below, 

He can cut a greater swell. 
And to match this diving Beau, 

Here behold a divii^ Belli 
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For a shilling if you please. 
You inside may take a seat, 

And an ocean sound at ease 
In the midst of Regent Street 
Oh don't he look a love, &c. 

Puff — " Chinese Dana." 

Ching-a-ring-a-ring-ching ! Feast of Lanterns ! 

What a crop of chop-sticks, hongs and gongs 1 
Hundred thousand Chinese crinkum-crankums, 

Hung among the bells and ding-dongs ! 
What a lot of Pekin pots and pipkins, 

Mandarins with pig-tails, rings and strings, 
Funny little slop-shops, cases, places 

Stuck about with cups and tea things ! 
Women with their ten toes tight tucked into 

Tiddle-toddle shoes one scarcely sees ; 
How they all got here is quite a wonder ! 

China must be broken to pieces I 

Ariel—" There was a little man." 

And now good people all. 
Ere the curtain 'twixt us fall, 
I hope you won't dismiss us in a hul^ huff, huffl 
The Drama feels at home 
'Neath this cosy little dome, 
So pardon for her sake a harmless Pu^ Puff, Puff! 
Punch. Of course you'd but despise 

Folks who vain would ope your eyes, 

And persuade you half you hear and see is stuff, 

stuii; stuff! 
" If ignorance is bliss," you know, "'tis folly to be 

wise," 
So be led as you have always been by Puff, Puff, 
Puff: 
Puff. Then shall " Immense Success," 
Be the chorus of the Press, 
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And no wall to hold our bills be large enough, 

nough, cough. 
And garlands and bouquets 
As the rule is now-a-days, 
Fall in showers on your humble servant Puff, Puff, 

Puff. 

During the last two lines Puff takes a be^uet out of his hoi 
and gives if to the Leader of the Band, who, at the end of 
the verse, flings it back to him — Y\syt, pretending to imagine 
it comes from one of the Attdience, takes it up hastily and 
presses it to his bosom— then producing a wreath of roses 
also from his hat, he first offers it to Punch, who refuses it, 
and then to Ariel, who crowns Puff as 

The Curtain Falls. 
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A Fairy Extravaganza, 



In One Act. 
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At Christmas, 1844, I returned, as I had aitanged to do, 
to my faby tales, and selected the pretty story of " Gradeuse 
et Percinet," to which, in adapting it for the stage, I adhered, 
according to my custom, as feithfully as possible. In its 
representation I was assisted by my old friends, James Bland, 
Miss P. Horton, and Miss Julia Bennett, the only addition 
to the cast being Mrs. Stanley, an excellent actress and 
esteemed member of the regular Haymarket company, who 
did ample justice to the character of Giognon. The Fail)' 
Chrystallina found a feir and graceful representative in Miss 
Connor, who had become the wife of the late Leicester 
Buckingham, son of the Oriental traveller, Mr. Silk Buck- 
ingham, and was subsequently known as Mrs. Buckingham 
White. 

I have nothing further to remark respecting this piece, 
which was as favourably received as its predecessors, and 
carried us up, as usual, to the Easter holidays. 
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PROGRAMME OF SCENERY, &c 
Halt in the Castle of the Duchess Grognon. 

Royal Vkit and Opening of tn Excbuge, 

Nwthet New nor a Robbery, 
Being only a piece of mstiimonial stock jobbeiy. 
Kino Uxottlous (a Widower unexpectedly 

bewitched) Mk. J. BLAND 

Thb Duchess Gkochon (a Mwden L«dy of a 



vtTy UQceitain age, the ownei of a capital 

cellat) Mrs. Stanley 

Lord Ncmroddy (Grand HunUmaj)) Mr. Caulpibld 

Household of the Duchess. 



GARDENS OF THE ROYAL PALACE. 

Thb Princess Graciosa (a model for 

daaghten) MiSS JULIA Bkhnbit 

Fbrcinft (a &iiy Fiince, and the periection 



A Movement in Four Flats. — (Tempo di Marcia.) 

Shewing how Graciosa and Percinet passed out of the Paltce Gardens 

and met the King and Grognon on the 

HIGH ROAD TO THE CITY. 
chahbbr in the king's falace—procbssion to the lists. 

Herald Mr. Santee 

Captain or the Guard ... Mr. Harcourt 

Kn^ku Tenants tf tht Lists against ail (emtrs. 
Sir Regent ClRCt;s (Knight of the Bull and 

Mouth) — ■ Mr. Carle 

SlE Lad Lane (I^iight of the Swan with Two 

Neclts) Me. Field 

. Sir Snow Hill (Knight of the f I 

Saracen's Head) ; two noble I Mr. Murphy 

Sir Ludoate Hill (Kught of) liiDtmen f 

the Belle Sauvage) I ) Mr. Whitton 

Sir Fleet Street (Knight of the Bolt-in-Tun) Mr. Cooke 
Sir Charing Cross (Knight of the Golden 

Cross} ~ Mr. Bnmis 
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TILT YARD OF THE ROYAL PALACE 
With th* Lists arr oot for a Gkand Todr!ia««»t. 

Terrific Ctmbat between Percinet and the Six 
Chan^ions of the Queen of Beauty. 

FOREST, 

With Fuiy Fuicjr Bill, ud F&e Champ&ie. 

" It wM wwywhere u light u diy. Shepherds and Shepherdess« 
een in gronpa dAncing to the music of Antes ukI 



BATTLEMENTS OF THE CRYSTAL PALACE. 
(Vdati in Specolum.) 

CHAMBER IN THE ROYAL PALACE, BEHIND 

(As Befors]. 

THE DUNGEON WITH THREE LOCKS. 

TTttSktinl TheCasil TTit Bsxl 

UiNBSCAPE.— Evening. 
A Critical Casej The Conlenta which escape; Masters Dot, Trol, 
Tinjr, Tip, Mite, Atom, Groin, etc., etc. Misses Midge, More, Speck, 

Spangle, Drop, niis-head, etc. 

Ekvt Mr. MuRFtnr. 

CRYSTAL PALACE OF PERCINET, 
Al lit BelUm of th* WtU. 

Tlie New Scenery by Mr. G. Morris, and Asustants. 

The Machineij by Mi. W. Adams. 

The Dresses by Miss Cheiiy and Mr. Bamett. The Appeantments by 

Mr. T. Ireland. 

The Mnsic selected and snanged by Mt. T, German Keed, 
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Scene First. — HaJUn the Castle of the Duchess Grognok 
— Hunting music heard. 



Enter Domestics. 
Chorus — "Bright Chanticleer." 

Bright chanticleer proclaims the dawn, 

And hark, that distant horn ; 
The king he is a hunting gone, 

As sure as you are bom. 
Come let us to the windows throng, 

Of hounds I hear the cry, 
111 wager, boys, it won't be long, 

Before the king comes by. 
With a hey, ho, chivy I 
Hark forward ! hark forward ! tantivy, &c 

Enter Grognon. 

Grog. How now, ye knaves ! what's all this noise about ^ 
But. An't please your grace, the royal hounds is out 
Grog. Is 'em ! and pray what follows, Ignoramus ? 
But. What follows ? why the King 
Grog. The King ! thaf s famous ! 

The King, you booby, keeps his room— his bed, 

Weeping a wife who has been three years dead. 

Who ever heard of such preposterous grief? 

Her money died with her, 'tis my belief, 

Or he'd have left off mourning long before ; 

Not that he loved her less, but loves gold more. 

Meanwhile, his ugly daughter rules the roast 
But. Ugly I her Royal Highness is the toast 

Of all the beaux! 
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Oroom. The fairest of the fair ! 

•Grog, {striking them) Ye lying knaves, take that, and that 
— dost dare 
To contradict me ? Graciosa 1 stuff I 
A toast she may be, tor she's brown enough, 
And some court fools with such fine words may butter 

her; 
But any slave of mine, who shall be utterer 
Of such vile falsehoods, on the rack shall lingei ! 
There is more beauty in my little finger 
Than Gtaclosa has in her whole body. 

Enter Page, followed by Lord Nihroddy. 

Page. His Majesty's Grand Huntsman, Lord Nimroddy. 

Grog. My lord 

Lord N. Your grace's most devoted. 

Grog. Pray 

Be seated 
Lord N. Pardon me, I come to say, 

The King, whilst riding through your grace's park 

Benignly condescended to remark 

The sun was most insufierablv hot ; 

And seeing o'er the trees a chimney pot, 

Sagaciously conceived a roof was nigh. 

And soon this castle cau^t his piercing eye ; 

Whereon he honoured me with his commands 

To kiss your grace's most illustrious hands, 

And tell you that his Majesty will deign 

To visit you, with all his noble train I 
Grog. The King abroad again ! O, tidings glorious I 

Again I shall behold the great Uxorious. 

What changed our sovereign to these blest conditions ? 
Lord N. The last opinion of his nine physicians. 

For nine long days they've been in consultation, 

And came at length to the determination 

The danger of a broken heart to check, 

By giving him a chance to break his neck ; 

So grief for his lost wife in hopes to smother, 

Tliey recommend hunting 

Grog. (oHd^ For another? 
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Gigantic thought I He shall not need hunt far. 
(a/uarf) What, ho 1 there ! Idle rascals as you arel 
Fling wide the castle gates, than lightning iastei, 
I fly, my lord, to meet our royal master. 

{Exeunt Grogkon, &C — Ehurisk of trumpet!) 

Re-enter Grognon, with the King, attended,, 

March and Chorus — '• Evelyn's Bower" 

O joy to the hour 

When to this ancient tower 

The great King Uxorious came, came, came ! 

His presence so bright, overpowers us quite. 
King. The sun has served me much the same, same, same. 
CHORUa Then the sun has been vastly to blame, blame, 
blamb ' 

Grog. How has youi servant e'er deserved the honour 

Your Majes^ is pleased to heap upon her ? 
KiNa Don't mention it 1 We're gtad to see youi grace 

Looking in such remarkable good case. 

(asuie) For, sooth to say, the ease is very fair. 
Grog. Will't please your Majesty to take a chair ? 
King. Ves, and a drop of somediing cool to drink. 
Grog. I wonder what your Majesty would think 

Of some champagne ? 
King. If long enough in ice 

My Majesty would think it very nice I 

SAe signs to Butler and Page, juho ff> out and re-enter, the 
first with cellar key, and the other with a salver, on which 
are three goblets. 

Grog. Mine's in the wood stiU, but so cold my cellar 

It needs no ice. Canary, Calcavella, 

Malmsey, Tokay, Hock, Burgundy, whate'er 

Your Majesty i^ers, youll find it there. 
KiMa Frankly I tell you I prefer champa^e. 
Grog. To turn your royal eyes this way, su', deign ; 

Here's my smtdl stock of wine. 
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Mttac—the Butler unlceks a large fxtir off oh^ng doors, at 
the back ef itagt^ and discovers the interior ^a vaulted 
cellar filled with large wine barrels — a gold hammer upon 
the top of one of them. 

KiHC. Small I goodness gracious I 

No wine vaults in the world are half so spacious 
Or so well filled ; that is if all those pipes 
Aie really fiill of wine, and not of swipes. 

Grog. Well set that question quickly, sire, at rest ; 
I'll tap this golden sheny as a test 

Music — She strikes the cask three times with the hammer — 
77u bung files oul,and guineas and other gold coin flow into 
a goblet held by the Page — T%e Butler replaces bung 
hastily. 

King. Golden, indeed ! why these are guineas, madam ! 

Grog. Dear me ! I'd quite forgotten that I had 'em ! 

King. Sure this must be some coinage of the brain. 

Grog. No, 'tis the current coin^e of your reign. 

KiKG. And all full weight {aside) KaA I my will, good 
lack, 
Wouldn't I turn that sherry into sack/ 

GRoa (aside) The King is smitten— and secure my game 
is 

King. My thirst increases, (aside) " Auri sacra fames ! " 

GROa If s some mistake ; this Burgundy we'll try. 

Music — Taps another cask, and rubies and pearls flow etU; 
same business by Page and Butxer. 

King. Rubies and pearls ! my throat gets very dry ! 

GROa Provoking ! who has tamper'd with my wine ! 

King. I wish somebody tamper'd so with mine. 

(aside) Had I that precious barrel in my clutch, 
I don't think I could take a drop too much. 

Gkog. But you prefened champagne, siie ; there should be 
Some very sparkling here 1 

Music — Taps third cask, and diamonds come ouL 

King. What do I see? 

Diamonds, or I'm a Dutchman I 
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Gkog. I protest 

Most gracious sire, that I am quite distress'd. 
KiMC. Distress'd t and mistress of this mighty treasure ? 
Grog, Indeed, it vexes me beyond all measure, 

That I can only offer you this trash 

Instead of a cool draught 
King. Draught ! if you'd cash. 

The draught I'd draw upon you 

Croc. With delight,— 

On one condition I 
Kjkg. Name it 

Grog. Honour bright ? 

King. Whate'er it be, I swear to grant it, Duchess ; 

For such reward no service sure too much is ! 
GROa Make me your queen ! 

King. To-day, — this very minute ! 

Groo. There is my hand, sire, and the key is in it 

Trio and Chorus — " / should Uke to marry P 

King. iflHde) I should like to marry 

7W, if I could find 
Another so exactly 

Suited to my mind. 
Once, misled by passion, 

I made a compact ra^, 
But, in wiser fashion, 

I now compound for cash. 

Grog. (aside) I at length shall marry. 

Since I've dianced to find 
A husband so exactly 

Suited to my mind. 
Gold his ruling passion, 

Mine, to make a splash 1 
Let me lead the fashion. 

He may keep the cash ! 



I believe he'd marry 
Three, if he could find 

As Qumy so exactly 
Suited to his mind. 
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Gold's his ruling passion, 

Her's to make a splash. 
She will lead the fa^oa 

He will keep the cash ! {Exeunt) 



Scene Second. — T%e Palaa Gardens. 

Enter Graciosa. 

Air—" The Redowa B;lka." 

Charming polka — Redowa polka ! 

Knk of polkas thou'rt to me I 

Still in fancy here I can see 

Cento's faiiy toes dancing thee t 

Veiy_fiide is now the gallopade : 

Ungenteel becomes the dull quadrille ; 

FuU of faults appeals the giddy waltz ; 

Patronised the polka now alone should be I 

Gaily twirling — lightly whirling — 

Toeing, heeling — full of grace and feeling ; 

Stupid folk, who cannot polk. 

Alone will dare, my darling dance, to rail at thee ! 

Enter King. 

Gra. My royal father, welcome back to court ; 

I trust your Majesty has had good sport 
King. Famous I I found in a preserve to-day, 

Where, nestled snug, a golden pheasant lay. 
Gra. Was it alive? 
King. It was ! 

Gra. Inhuman sire. 

How could you on the pretty creature iire f 
King. I wasn't so inhuman. 
Gra. Did you not ? 

King. No ! yet I broi^ht my bird down at one shot 
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Gra. Your Majesty is pleased to be most pleasant 

KiNC. Tis living still 

Ora. Then make it, sire, a present 

To me, and I will of it take such care. 
King. Nay 1 'tis a bird of plumage far too rare 

To trust in hands like yours. I mean to pluck 

Gka. And roast it ? 

Kino. No, 'tis ready drest, my duck. 

Gra. Nay ; now you're roasting me. 

King. Well, truth to say, 

The golden pheasant I have caught to-day 

Is a ^ lady — rich as My Jews t 
Gra. {aside) Oh, my prophetic soul ! My mother's 
Eboes 

Some one would stand in. {aloud) Tell me, sir, her 
name I 
King. The Duchess Grognon I 
Gra. You are making game 

Of her indeed I A pheasant ! that old fright ? 

A screech owl 1 raven I vulture ! 
KiNa Be polite, 

For know that lady I am pledged to marry. 

And marry her I will, by the Lord Harry ! 

Therefore, respect your step-mother. 
Gra. Oh rather 

Kill me, than in that course take one step farther. 

She hates me mortally ! 
King. She loves me dearly 1 

Gra. She's near threescore ! 
King. She has threescore millions yearly ! 

Gra. She's but one eye I 

King. She's worth a Jew's eye, girl! 

Gra. Red hair— black teeth ! 
King. Fine rubies I rows of peari ! 

Gra. Lame of one leg, and with one shoulder humpy ! 
KiN& A lump of gol<^ and plenty of the stumpy I 

So, taiset vous, and quick prepare to meet her. 



Gra. I am a most unfortunate young creature ! 
Ah, me ! when will my sorrows have an end ^ 
1 have not now, on earth, a angle friend t 



{Exi^ 
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Music- — Fbrcinet appears aman^t the trees. 

Per. I am your friend, and single, Riatchless fair. 
Gra. a strange young man ! however came he there ? 

Who are you, sir ? I don't know you from Adam I 
Per. I am your very humble servant, madam, 

Your page, your groom, or anything you please. 
Gra. What business has a page amongst these trees? 
PxR. To find a page, amongst the leaves one looks, 

And I would be a page in your good books. 
Gra. But you are not one of my father's pages t 

Per, No, I am yourg alone 

Gba. And at what wages? 

Per, Wages ! I serve for love and not for money. 

Pay me in smiles and kisses, sweet as honey. 
Gra. Kisses 1 Why, you audacious little varlet, 

I kiss a page ! my cheeks must sure be scarlet 

Have you forgot the distance, sir, between us ? 
Per. We soon can lessen that, my little Venus. 

Here at your feet, my passion I declare 

Gra. Your passion, sirrah page 1 of mine beware ! 

I'm a king's daughter J Princess Graciosa ! 
Per. And I am a king's son. 
Gra. You dont say so, sir. 

A prince ! in this disguise ! oh, how romantic t 
Per. One who with love for you has long been frantic ; 

Yet, who had still in silence nursed his flame 
But for your danger— — ■ 
Gra. Dear sir, what's your name ? 

Per. Tis Perdnet ! My mother is a feiiy. 
Gra. a very useful friend in a quandary. 
Per. I practise, too, a little in that line, 

So pray command whatever power is mine. 
Gra. I'm- flatter'd by this proof of your affection, 

And feel I may rely on your protectioa 

Somebody's coming ; if thus caught together 

Feb. Fear nothing ; I but turn my cap and feather 

And I'm invisible ! 
Gra. Oh, prince delusive ! 

Where are you ? 
Per. Here, {kisses her) 

Gra. The proof is quite conclusive. 
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Enter Nimbletongue hastily. 

NiM. Madam, the new-elected Queen is near. 

Gra. My hateful stepmother ! I sink with fear. 

NiM. She's the astonishment of all beholders, 

Much padding has made even her odd shoulders ; 
A htgh-heeled shoe Iceeps her game leg from sinking, 
A new glass eye rolls in her head like winking. 
She's bought a set of teeth might even you fit. 
And a black wig, that quite out-truefits Truefit 
The bells are ringing, and the guns are roaring 
And citizens are out to meet her pouring ; 
And I'm commanded by your sire, the Kjng, 
To beg youll haste, and do the civil thing I 

Gra. I come. 

NiM. t ga 

Per. My horse is at your service. 

The tree opens and discovers a horse richly caparisoned, and 
attended by two Arabian grooms. 

Gra. Oh, dear, I couldn't, I'm so very nervous. 

Per. a true Arabian, the wild desert's ranger ! 

Mount I whibt I run beside you there's no danger, 

But if I left him by himself to prance, 

I wouldn't give much for his rider's chance 1 

Gra. But I could never get a horse outside I 

Per. Fear not, nor you, nor he shall go a stride. 
My Arab grooms shall hold him by the head, 
And all the road shall run and trot instead 1 

Duo — " O ^ve tne but my Arab steed" — Percinet and 
Graciosa. 

Per. I give to you my Arab steed. 

My Princess fair and bright. 
And him I'll by the bridle lead. 

And keep you right and tight ; 
Your colours I will proudly wear. 

And gird your scarf around. 
But we have now no time to spare, 
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For hark ! the trumpets sound ! 
So mount upon my Arab steed. 
My Princess fair and bright, 
And him I'll by the bridle lead, 
And keep you right and tight 

Gra. Upon your Arab steed I go, 
And cease to sob and sigh ; 
My sovereign father weds my foe. 

But not a fig care I. 
Good manners will my conduct sway. 

Of course when Queen she's crown'd, 
So I my duty haste to pay, 

For hark ! the trumpets sound I 
Both } ^ °" 1°^^ Arab steed I go, &c, 

' \ Then mount upon my Arab steed, &c 

Graciosa mounts horse, Percinet holds the bridU — Scene 
moves, and they appear to issue through gate of the Palace 
into the open countiy^-TTie high road lined with People, 
Guards, &'c., is seen with the city in the distance — The 
King and the Duchess Grognon, attended by the Coifrt, 
advance — flourish. 

KiN& Daughter ! you haven't made much haste, methinks ! 

Gra. Father, you've made too much I 

GRoa What means the minx 7 

KiKc. Salute your stepmother, as is yourduty. 

Gra. Madam, your servant 

GRoa So this is the beauty 

Of whom I've heard so much. Beautyi indeed ! 
If she were half as handsome as her steed, 
She m^ht be called a beauty. Sir, d'ye mean 
To let your daughter thus insult your Queen ? 

King. Insult? 

GROa You oflered me a sorry hack, 

Whilst her you've placed on an Arabian's back ! 

KiN& Not I, I never saw the beast before. 

Grog. False man, fareweU. 

Kma {aside) Confound it I Here's a bore. 

(to Grognon) My duck of diamonds 1 {to Graciosa) 
Daughter, get you down, 
And give place to the partner of my crown. 



n,g,t,7rJM,GOOglC 



GRACIOSA AND PERCINET. 



Gra. (dismounts) Rememb^, sir, 'twas your command 
King. Of course. 

Now, dearest (to Grognok), let me help you to your 

horse. 
Grog. (iun&) I triumph t (to Fercinet) Sirrah, run thou 

by my side. 
Per. (letting go iht bridle) I wish your Majesty a pleasant 

ridel 

TS* moment Fercinet lets go the bridle, the horse starts of 
with the Duchess, the screaming and holding on by the 
mane. 

Chorus—" The Tank." 

King and Chorus. Catch him I stop him ! Zounds t what 
a pace he goes, 

Sure he'll frighten her into fits. 

Ah me — there see— down she is upon her nose I 

Pick her up — she must be broke to bits. 
King. Oh, the sad, the terrible calamity 1 

Such a scurvy trick of fate was really never known, 

Just as we were all in peace and amity. 

And I with her had shared my crown, to go and crack 
her own 1 

Gentlemen, Guards, ^c, who have rushed out, re-enter, 
bringing in the Duchess, very mueh dilapidated, in a ehair. 

King. Revive, my treasure ! live, my precious life ! 
But for an hour or so to be my wife I 
You wouldn't die and leave me — nothing ? No 1 
You'U make your will, at least, before you ga 
Oh, speak one word ; just name me your sole heirl 
She don't — she won't I 

Gko& {starts up and points to Gbaciosa) Seize on that 
traitress there. 

King She lives ! she speaks ! and we may yet be married. 

Grcx;. (more furiously to Guards) Seize her, 1 say I 
(Guards seiu her) 

Gra. {to Grognon) By rage too far you're carried. 
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(to King) Will vou behold your daughter treated 
so, sir? 
Grog. Aye, or we part for ever. 
King, (aside) That's a poser ! 

Grog. D'ye hesitate 7 Farewell, I'll marry no man 1 
King. Hold ! I'm a father I but HI be a Roman I 

Be justice done on my unhappy child ; 

The sword is in your hands, but draw it mild. 

Chorus — '^Diamans de la Couronne." 

O day of hoiTor, day of woe ! 
A vicious brute her grace to throw 1 
A rum 'un she, to look at, tho' ; 
And he a good 'un was to go ! 

Sola. 

Gra, Why, ma'am, should vengeance light 

On me in such a case ? 
What hcsse would not take fright 
When it saw your grace ? 

Chorits. O day of horror, &c 

Closed in by 



Scene Third.— ^ Chamber in the Palace. 



Enter Grognon and Attendants, bringing a chair. 

Grog. Now drag that traitress here, before me, haste ! 
Of Grognon's vengeance she shall have a taste. 

Graciosa ii brought in by Attendants, with whips. 

Gra. Madam, for mercy at your feet I kneel, 

I'm taxed with treason: surcharged, I appeal ! 

Groc Appeal, forsooth I your case is quickly stated — 
Your charms alone have been too highly rated ; 
You shall no longer, child, be taxed foi beauty, 
But to ourself you shall pay treble duty ! 
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You have made false returns to me for years, 
And now I seize on you for all arrears ! 
For special purposes, see my Commissioners. 

{points to Attendants) 
Gra. Appeal to them I Heaven help the poor petitioners. 
Grog. To execution! Ply your cat o' nine tails. 
Gra. (astde) Fercinet ! What use were all your fine 
tales!. 
(tie scourges change to plumes of feathers — the Atten- 
dants beat her) 
GRoa Harder, yet harder. On her pangs I feast 
Gra, {aside) How strange — they do not hurt me in the 
least! 
Sweet Percinet has heard me, I declare ! 
Grog. The stubborn jade pretends she doesn't care. 

Make her cry out, I long to hear her groan ! 
Gra. {aside) 111 sham a little, (aloud) Oh ! let me alone ! 
GRAa Ha, ah ! at last my rods begin to tickle ! 

They've been for you a precious time in pickle ! 
Lash on 1 lash on I Until I bid you stop. 
1ST WouAN. Madam, our arms are ready off to drop ; 
Yet, on the culprit we make no impression I 

{trumpets without) 
Grog. What means that flourish ? 

Enter Nimroddy. 

NiM. Madam, the procession 

Is passing to the lists, and 'tis my duty 

To marshall to her throne the Queen of Beauty. 
Grog. Ecstatic sound I New life it quite infuses ! 

Tis opodeldoc to my bumps and bruises ! 

You minion ! {to Graciosa) follow humbly in my 
train 

And mark, these whips will cut and come again. 

Enter the King, Heralds, Nobles, and Ladies of the 
Court, and six Knights, viz. — Sir Becent Circus, 
Knight of the Suil and Mouth ; Sir Lad Lane, Knight 
of the Swan with Two Neehs; Sir Snow Hill, Knight of 
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the Saracais Head; Sir Ludcate Hill, Knight of the 
£el/e Sauvage ; Sifi. Fleet Street, Knight of the Bolt-in- 
TUn; and Sir Charimg Qvsis^, Knight of the Golden 
Cross. 

Chorus — " To the gay Tbumament" 

To the gay tournament 

The Queen of Beauty goes, 
He shall gain a prize from her 
Who most his courage shows ; 
Singing, singings" Though others feir may be, 
Nobody, nobody, can be compared to thee." 
[7R0G. Soon will the conqueror, 

With trophy and with wreath, 
Kneel on his bended knee. 
My throne low beneath ; 
Singing singing, — "Though others fair may be, 
Nobody, nobody can be compared with me." 

King, Lord Nihroddv, and Graciosa (aside) 

Bold must the champion be 

Who can that boast maintain ; 
He, for audacity. 
The prize must surely gain. 
Swinging, hanging on the highest tree, 
For such a tie, such a lie, he deserves to be; 

Chorus. To the gay tournament, &c. 

{Exetmtj 



Scene Fourth. — Tilt-yard of the Palaee. 

The lists set out for a tournament — throne for the Queen of 
Beauty — another for the King — a chair of stale for the 
Princess — Pavilions of the Knights Challengers, 6*^., 
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Grognoii,Kinc, Oraciosa, Knights, Courtiers, Guards, 
Heralds, &a, diseovertd. 

Herald. O yes I yes ! O yes ! take notice, pray, 
Here are six noble knights in arms to-day, 
Who swear that never yet was Udy seen 
So lovely as our new-elected Queen ! 
Against alt comei3 they w^l prove 'tis so. 
Oh yes, oh yes, oh yes ! 



Enter Fercinet, j 



•■ green armour. 



Per. I say, oh no ! 

Grog. Who's this Jack-in-the-green ? 

Gra. {aside) Sure / know who ! 

King. Do you know whiU you say ? 

Per. And mean it, too ! 

King. How I Come to court and say just what you 
mean? 
You're a green knight indeed ! 

Per. Sb Tumham Green 1 

Of Brentford's royal house a princely scion. 

Knight of its ancient order, the Red Lion ; 

Baron of Hammersmith, and Count of Kew, 

Marquis of Kensington, and Lord knows wha 

But all these titles willingly I waive 

For one more dear — Fair Graciosa's slave ! 

Ill prove it on the crest of great or small, 

She's Beauty's Queen who holds my heart in thrall, 

And Giognon is a foul and ugly witch 1 

King. If you're a gentleman behave as sick I 

Per. Come one, come all 1 here I throw down my gage ! 

King. A green gage seemingly ! 

GRoa I choke vrith rage ! 

To aims — my knights ! 

{tht Knights enter their pavilions) 

Gra. I'll bet a crown he mills 'em. 

King. Laisset oiler I That's go it, if it kills 'em I 

Jtourish — 77ie Knights issue by turns from the pavilion, and 
are overthrown one after the other by Fercinet during 
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AtR ani Chorus — " La Marquesa de Anutgenie." 

Per. Re^t Circus, gallant and spruce, sir ; 

Knight of the Bull and Mouth^^wtwrf you soon are ! 

Look out, Lad Lane, * tis of no use, dr ; 

Both her neck's broken, your swan's but a goose, sir ; 

Grognon's a Gorgon, a horrid scarecrow, sir ! 

My Queen of fieauty is Graciosa ! 
Chorus. Bravo 1 bravo ! Green Knight for ever ! 

His Queen of Beauty is Graciosa 1 

Per. Snow Hill — go ill it must with you, sir ; 

Head of the Saracen — broken you are 1 

T'other brother — down you go too, sir ! 

Tis plain your Belle Sauvage is but a Medusa ; 

The belle of all belles, and the pride of all beaux, 
sir, 

Is my Queen of Beauty — fair Graciosa I 
Chorus. Bravo I bravo I &c 



Per. Fleet Street— fleetly 'twas well that you flew, sir ! 

(he runs away) 
Your bolt is soon shot — ha, ha, ha, ha ! 
Charing Cross— he don't know what to do, sir ; 
Ere we cross swords you had better bolt too, sir t 

{/u lays down his arms and retires) 
Cock of the walk, I have proved my words true, sir ; 
Hail Queen of Beauty — fair Graciosa ! 
CHORire, Bravo ! bravo ! Green Knight for ever ! 

Hail Queen of Beauty^falr Graciosa ! 

Grog. All my six champions floored— iji^;race ! despair ! 
King. It had been so with us had we been there ! 
Grog. Down with your gauntlet and defy him, King. 
King. I defy him — to think of such a ttung ! 

• Now Gresham Slieel. 
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Per. Wisely you act, for, modestly to speak, 

You'd get knock'd into the middle of next week. 

(Exit) 
Orog. What 1 you a soldier and bear this disgrace ? 

King. I'm fer too old a soldier Mm to face 

Fight him yourself, love, and see how you like it 

(E«l) 
Orog. Coward ! But whilst the iron's hot I'll strike it 

Upon my rival I can vengeance take, 
<jRA. (aside) What mil she do to me, for goodness sake ? 
<Jrog, (to Guards) In the great forest to a tree go bind 
her. 
As she's the Beauty, there the Beast may find her t 
<tRA. One comfort 'tis, whatever beast I view, ma'am, 
It can't be such a horrid brute as you, ma'am. 

{music — Graciosa is dra^ti off) 



Scene Fifth. — A Forest- — Graciosa is dragged in fy the 
Guards, who bind her to a tree. 

<jra. Monsters in human shape ! I wouldn't gall you, 
But really I don't know what else to call you. 
Your conduct to me is so very bad. 
You have no children, butchers I if you had 
The thoughts of them would make you kindly 

slau^ter. 
And not put out to mangle your King's daughter. 
Fancy me torn by savage beasts of prey ; 
Lions, not dandy hons of the day ; 
Tigers, not little tigers in top boots ; 
B^rs, not stock-brokering Change-alley brutes ; 
And boars society can't laatch, because 
Nothing on earth can make them hold their jaws. 
Oh, take the rope from off my wrists, and tie it 
About my neck, that I may dangle 1^ it 1 
-ST Guard. Well see you hanged first (Exeunt Guards) 
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Gra. Without affectation, 

I should consider it an obligation 1 
They^ gon^ and I am left to linger long; 
Oh, what a situation — for a song. 

Air — " Ttut love can nierforgd^ 

Gra. Troe love can ne'er forget ; 

Long here I should not fret 
Were I still, Percinet, 

Your darling one ; 
This very day you said. 
When fii^t your bow you made. 
If I required your aid, 

You'd to me run. 
But "out of mind when out of sight," 
I'm afraid the proverb's rijght ; 
Of your promise youll think light. 

And brown I shall be done. 
True love can ne'er forget ; 
Long here I should not fret 
Were I still, Percinet, 
Thy darUng one I 

At the end of song the Forest becomes illumnated, groups of 
Fairies, dressed as Shepherds and Shepherdesses, are seen in 
picturesque attitudes — Percinet, with the Fairv Chrys- 
TALLINA (A/j mother) and her two Daughters — The 
Crystal Palace of Percinet is seen in the distance. 



Scene Sixth. 

Gra. But soft, what light breaks through the gloom so- 
dun? 

It is the east, and Percinet's the sua 
Per. Yes, lovely Graciosa, there's no other ; 

I am an onJy son, and here's my mother. 
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My sisters, also, who'll be proud to know you. 

And happy any courtesy to shew you. 
Fairy. I'm quite delighted at this intioduction. 
Per. Say to our union now there's no obstruction. 
Gra, Oh, pardon me, without my pa's permission 

I could not think of <;hanging my conditioa 
Per. Your pa's consent? 

Gra. No girl should wed without it 

Fairy, (to her Daughters) Hear that, young ladles, and 

think well about it 
(to Graciosa^ Your conduct has my perfect approbation. 

Clandestine matches are my detestation. 
(aside Lovely as Venus, prudent as Minerva ! 

I'm glad my boy has been her hfe preserver. 
Per, Vender's my Crystal Palace. 
Gra. Really, is it ? 

Fairy. I hope with us you'll pay it a short visit, 
Gra. Oh, surely, madam, for in your society 

There cannot be the slightest impropriety. 
Per. You're just in time to honour, by the way. 

Our Fete Champetre and Bal Costum& 

Chorus — " Dance the Soatman's Dance." 
Percinet a/uf Chorus. 

The Fairies dance, the Fabrics sing, 
The Fairies' up to everything I 
We polk and fliri whilst mortals snore. 
At Almack's they can do no more. 
Dance the Fairies' dance, 
O dance the Fairies' dance, ! 
Dance all night, till the broad day-li^t. 
And go home with our girls in the morning ! 



The Fairy laughs at the wisest man, 
There's none can do as the Fairy can, 
Never knew a pretty girl in my Ufe, 
But wished she was a Fauys wife. 
Dance the Fairies' dance, &c 
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Over the mountains he can fiisk, 
Through the keyhole he can whisk ; 
The wind may blow, the waves may toss. 
The Fairy's never at a loss. 
Dance the Fairies' dance, &c. 

{TabUatt, OMd dosed in by 



Scene Seventh. — Ramparts of the Crystal Palace. 
Enter Graciosa and Pbrcinbt. 

Per. Wilt thou begone ? It is not yet near day. 
Gra. You really must not press me in this way, 

Nor follow nje about, it's not correct 
Per. Do I not treat you with profound respect ? 
Gra. I grant, but folks will talk ; besides, I'd rather 

Go home now, if you please, and see my father. 
Per. If but to see your father you'd go home. 

You from this palace need no farther roam. 
Gra. Indeed! 
Per. By Claudet's process, in a minute, 

111 shew you home and everything tbafs in iL 
Gra. Ah, the daguerreotype, but you've no sun. 
Per, My art makes light of everything— 'tis done. 

Behold the King to whom you have alluded. 

(the wall has iecame transparent, and through it the King is 
seen en his couch — Grognon stands besidehim, shewing hitit 
a handkerchief spotted with blood) 

Portraits in this style gratis, case included. 
Gra. Oh, 'tis my father in his morning dress. 
And he appears to be in great distress. 
There's Grt^on, too — what means that kerchief 
gory? 
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'(Grognon shews the King a scroll, ott which is writttn 
"Graciosa is dead and buried."') 

I dead and buried ? What a wicked story 1 

{the KiKo/aints and the transparency fades) 

Pa's poorly ! Oh, I knew my loss would grieve him. 

I must go home at once, and undeceive him. 
Per. Pattern of daughters, won't a note suffice ? 

A line firom you ? I'll post it In a trice ; 

Tis but a penny, thanks to Rewind HilL 
Gra. No, I must post myself. 
Per. Grognon will kill, 

Or worse than kill you, she is such a Tartar I 
Gra. In such a cause as this I'll die a martyr. 
Per. Cruel, to leave a Prince who loves you 50. 
Gra. If you so loved me, you would let me go. 
Per. Enough ; I am your slave, relentless fair, 

Thus I destroy love's castle in the air. 

Strikes the wall — it breaks to pieces and sinks, shewing 



Scene Eighth. — A Chamber in the Xin^'s Palace as be/ore. 

Gra. Oh, Lud 1 he's broken it to little bits. 

I vow you've scared me quite out of my wits. 

Per. Behold, you stand upon your father's floor 
On earth ; you'll never see my palace more. 
Nor me, unless you send for me. Adieu, 
And may you find another friend as true. 

Air — Percinet — " Cam' ye by Athelf 

Can you forget all my vows ? They would fill a b£^. 

Or the Thames Tunnel, from bank to bank, 
nearly I 
Saw you a lad ever fairer or better made. 

That you behave to me so very queerly ? 
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Really, really, don't think 111 follow you, 
Much as I love you, I tell you nov, Euiiy, 

Merely, merely, should grim Death swallow you, 
I from a broken heart shall escape barely. 

Who, let me ask, inthe lists cut a figure more 

Gallant than him you treat so singuj^zHy? 
Didn't I floor 'em all, never to snigger more. 

Just as the lads used to floor an old Charley? 
Really, really, who wouldn't blush for thee. 

Were all about us told by Peter Parley ? 
Clearly, clearly, you don't care a rush for me. 

Since to my hopes you put such a fiuale I 

Gra. Poor Percinet ! he's gone in indignation ; 

" Mens conscia recti ! "—^that's my consotatioa 
My father comes — 

Enter KiNa 

Sir, at your feet behold me. 
Kma Hollo ! why you am't dead, then, as they told me t 
Gra. No, dearest father, I'm alive and merry ! 

Are you not glad to see me ? 
King. Yes, child, very 1 

But — {^eats himself) 

Daughter, you have your mother much offended 1 
Gra. Famer, you have my mother much offended ! 
King. Come, come, don't talk in that style — it's high 

treason ! 
Gra. Go, go, you shouldn't give me so much reason ! 
King, (rises) Nay then, I'll ring the bell; and by mycrown !— 
Gra. Leave ringing of your bells, and sit you down. 

And let me wring your heart I 
King. Why, how now, miss? 

Gra. Look here, upon this picture, and on this-— 

The counterfeit presentment of two mothers 1 

This was a face — now only look at t'other's ! 
King. It isn't pretty, I confess ! 
Gra. Oh, shame, 

Where is thy blush ? 
King. Perhaps I was to blame ! 
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Ora. Perhaps! — When of all hearts you lost the queen, 

To wed a queen of dubs ? — 
Kjn& Diamonds, you mean ! 

Ora. a tennagant, vho makes you, sir, a tool 1 

To whom you've sold your empire and your rule ! 

Nay, pawn'd your precious diadem for gold. 

To put into your pocket ! 

Kma Daughter, hold! 

Gra. a Queen of paint and patches I 

Enter Grognon. 

Grog. Hoity, toity ! 

Who have we here ? 
Kjhg. {asidt) Odzooks I my better moiety ! 

Groo. (aside) What do I see ? — alive 1 — returned ! — pro- 
voking ! 
King, {to Grognon) 1 find, my love, that you were only 
joking 

When you said Graciosa had died recently ! 
Grog. I tell you she is dead, and buried decently. 
King. Why here she stands ! 
Grog. {asiJ«) Assist me, cool assurance ! 

That* s not your daughter. 
Gra. This is past endurance ; 

Then, pray, who am 1 ? 
Grog. An impostor, wretch ! 

Whom I have tried for a long time to catch. 

And now, I have you {saxing hold of her) 

Gra. (catching hold of Kitic) Pa, you won't believe her. 
Grog. Dotard ! I say fling off that arch deceiver. 

Or of my cellar 111 have back the key. 
KiMC. Nay dien, I'm quite convinced it is not she. 

Dtjo — "Du-du " — King and Graciosa. 

King. Do, do, whatever you will, ma'am, {to Grognon) 
You, you have behaved very ill, ma'am, (to Graciosa) 
Send hei to the treadmill, ma'am, (/o Grognon) 
But leave me your wine cellar key. 

Gra. Papa, think of niama ! And do not so barbarous be I 
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King. Pooh 1 pooh ! Fra; who are you ? 

To lecture a monaich like me ! {Exit King)) 

Gkog. No, not for her the treadmill or the stocks. 

Ho ! {stamps, enter Attendants) Bear her to tbfr 

dungeon with three locks ; 
Of her fine clothes, which she has stolen, strip her ; 
And we'll do something worse this time than whip her. 
[they drag Graciosa offji 

Lei's see for means. O mischief, thou art swift 

To give a desperate woman a good lift. 

I do remember that I bought, at Flint's, * 

A large skein of white worsted, some years ^nce, 

So tangled, none could manage off to wind it. 

I've a tub somewhere, too, if I could find it, 

So full of feathers of each kind of bird, 

That any hope to sort them were absurd. 

It shall be so ; these tasks at once 111 set her, 

And if she fail— that's all I say— just let her. (ExU} 



SceheNimth. — A Prison; door untk three loeks. 



Enter Attendants with Graciosa, in a poor dress anS 
wooden shoes. 

1ST Att, How like you your coarse habits, mistress mine? 

Gra. Your coarser habits make these superfine. 

3ND Att. Cramps it your feet in wooden shoes to shove 

them? 
Gra. It cannot cramp the soul I've got above them. 

* The subject of one of the songs in the "At Hoine"or Charies 
Mathews, the elder, in 1844, was a letter from a country eooan coo- 
tunine an endless list of comraisMons, each b&tch of which concluded 
with ■"'a skein of white worsted from Flint's," a welt-known house ia 
Newport Street, Scho. 
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Enter Groghon, 

Grog. Bring in the stcein of worsted and the cask. 

{they are brought in and placed in centre) 

Gra. Pray what are these for, madam, may I ask ? 

Grog. Those feathers sort, unravel me that skein, 
£re sunset, or ne'er see it rise again. 

(Exit, with Attendants, ledting door after them) 

Gra. That woman treats me worse ^lan any Turk ; 
Now here's a pretty job of journey work. 

{intpecting cask and skein) 
The proverb says that birds of the same feather 
Are generally sure to flock together ; 
Upon me 'twould be taking great compassion. 
If the same feathers kept up the same ^hiorL 
And then unravel this ; why, I declare, 
Sleep, that knits up the ravelled sleeve of care. 
Not even in a dream could hope to do it 
It's worsted, too, then who can cotton to it } 
Oh, Percinet, had I not you offended, 
My troubles now would speedily be ended. 

Percinet rises out of the cask, which at the same moment 
falls in piece*, each piece having a pile of feathers of the 
same colour on it — He touches the skein of worsted, and it 
rolls up into a smooth ball. 

Gra. Good gracious ! came you through the floor or wall ? 
Per. You called on me, and I've returned your calL 
Gra. At such a friendly visit I'm transported. 
Per. Madam, your skein is wound, your feathers sorted. 

Have you no more commands ? 
Gra. Not just at present 

Per. Then I may go ? 
Gra. You may. 

Per. That's mighty pleasant. 

Will you not with me fl^ to fairylancC 

And make me happy with that snow-white hand ? 
Gra. Elope ? I, Graciosa, run away. 

With a young man I've scarcely known a day ? 
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Per, Have I not proved the truth of my affection ? 

Gra. One cannot act with too much circumspection. 

Per. But fix a term, at least, to my probation. 

Gra. Of all decorum 'twere a violation. 

Per. Say, live in hope 

Gra. All men, I hope, live so. 

Per. Far from your presence, then, again I go. 
But you again may persecuted be, 
And then, perchance, you may remember me. 

Air — Percinet — " Whm other lips and other hearts "- 
(Balfe) 

When other whips, with other smarts, 

Their tails ai nine cats tell, 
In language which not all the parts 

Of speech can do so well; 
There may, perhaps, in such a scene. 

Some recollection be, 
Of plumes which scourges might have been, 

KnA you'll remember me. 

When to a tree you're tied up tight 

To be some monster's prize. 
Or tangled skeins of worsted white 

Perplex your hands and eyes j 

When here again they bear a cask 

'Twill break your heart to see. 

Or set you some still harder task, 

Then youll remember me, 

(Exif) 
Gra. I pity him, but like Tom Thumb of yore, 
"I've done my duty and I've done no more." 

Enter Grognon and Attendants, hastily. 

Grog. The sun has set, prepare to die. 

Gra. For what? 

My tasks are finished 
GRoa (amatafi Well, may I be shot ! 
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Gra. Amen to that, sweet powers, and quickly fire I 
Grog. How ? 

GsA. I but echoed, ma'am, your own desicel 

Grog. So you've arranged these plumes with great facili^. 
Gra. And rather plume myself on my ability. 
Grog. And wound the worsted up into a ball ? 
Gra. 1 have ; so you are worsted, ma'am, that's all. 
Grog, {asidi) Some magic power must sure protect the 
jade ; 
But I will summoji magic to my aid. 
{to Attendants) Bring me the box that stands upon 
my table. 

{Exeunt Attendants) 
{to Graciosa) Since you have proved yourself so very 

able, 
I'll trouble you to do but one thing more. 
Which done, shall you to liberty restore. 
Gra. Haste me to know it 

Re-enter Attendants, with box. 

Grog. It is but to cany 

This box to my old castle j do not tarry. 
Here is the key, I trust it to your keeping, 
For I am sure you would not think of pee^ung, 
However the contents might interest you. 
In my black cabinet, I must request you 
To place it safely and return with speed. 

Gra. Well, this appears an easy task, indeed ; 
It isn't heavy, though it's such a long box. 

Grog, {asiit) Open it, minx, and you are in the virong 
box. 
{aloud) I've said to liberty it shall restore you. 

Gra. I fly ! 

{Exit, followed by Attendants) 

Grog. You may, but I'll be there before you. 

{Exif) 
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Scene Tenth. — A Grove and Meadow — Twilight — An old 
well with a large stmte upon it. 

Enter Graciosa, carrying box. 

Gra. Thus far, upon the errand I was sent, 
I have marched on without impediment ; 
But as around me close the shades of night, 
Something cries " don't go on, it's not all right" 
Grognon has thought to get me in a line ; 
She's studied in the worst school of design. 
, What's in this box that to me she should trust it, 
In her black cabinet with speed to thrust it. 
Unopened ? Ha I some dark intrigue political. 
Which makes her cabinet's position critical 
Or, mercy on me,! some machine infernal. 
Which at that moment may explode and bum all. 
But why in guessing should time wasted be, 
When of the riddle here I have the key ? 
Not peep ! indeed I will, though, if I choose it ; 
She gives me right of search, and I will use it 

{plates box down and opens it — Music — A number of little 
Men and Women come out of it, some dressed as ladies and 
gentlemen, others as cooks and musicians, the Cooks with 
culinary utensils, the Musicians with their instruments') 
Why, as I live, it is a box of playthings ! 
Oh, what a regiment of little gay things ! 
Cooks, fiddlers, lords, and ladies — oh, how fimny I 
I'd not have missed this sight for any money. 

{the Musicians begin to play, the Ladies and Gentlemen dancer 
the Cooks dress supper — chimes in the distance) 
But longer here I really mustn't wait, 
And little folks should not sit up so late ; 
You must to bye-bye, in the box again. 

(they all run aoioyy 
Come, come, don't run away — I talk in vain. 
The tiny wretches with my patience tamper. 
The little scamps in all directions scamper ; 
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What shall I do ? ah, now too late I see 

The trap that wicked Grognon laid for me. 

Oh, fati, fatal curiosity ! 

Thou woman's failing, which, from Jove's Pandora, 

To Blue Beard's Fatima, has been our floorer. 

Nothing can save me now, unhappy maid 1 

On Percinet I dare not call for aid ; 

I've used him much too ill, and must be dumb; 

The more I called the more he wouldn't come. 

Enter 'V'ebs:\svi. 

Per. Behold him here ! no welcome guest, it seems, 
Except when you are driven to extremes. 

Air — Rossinfs "La Dama^ 

Ho ! ye tiny imps of mischief, 
Hither troop ye at my call, 
Or, as sure as Christmas is coming, 
I'll make mincemeat of you alL 
Run, you little rogues, all in a row. 
Into your box, you rascals, go. 
Presto, presto ! cooks, come get you in, oi I'll baste you 

every one. 
Presto, presto I fiddlers, quick into your fiddle-cases run t 
Presto, presto 1 lords and ladies gay, 'tis time to finish your 

fiin. 
Presto, presto ! footmen, trip away, your duty now is 
done. 
Don't you hear ? Don't you hear ? 

Run, you little r<^es, all in a row. 
Bogie's coming I Bogie's coming ! Bogie's coming ! 
Into your box, you rascals, go ! 
La, la, la, la ! 
(music — All the little Men and Women re-appear, and rutr 
into the box — Percinet .r^w/f lia). 
My service done, I, like the well-bred cur, 

Walk out before I'm 

Gra. Hold, I pray you, sir ; 
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Spare your reproaches, too, too generous youth ; 

I'm all confusion, really, that's the truth ; 

But duty — and reflect, your pangs to soothe, 

The course of true love never did run smooth. 
Per. My truth is proved, then ? 

Gra. That was what my speech meant 

Per. And you love me ? 

Gra. I own the soft impeachment 

Per. Blest sounds 1 then name the happy day. 
Gra. Oh U! 

I must, indeed, refer you to papa. 
Per. Should he refuse ? 
Gra. Why, then my heart irill break. 

And I shall die, unmarried, for thy sake. 
Per. Pearl of thy sex ! I hasten to propose ! 
Gra. How I shall reach the castle, goodness knows, 

In time — for yet it isnt e'en in view. 
Per. Don't stir a step; I'll make it come to you. 

MiiHc — the CastU afpean at wing— Exit Percinet. 

Gra. Obliging edifice ! i^nocki at gaUi) 

UTte gates open, and enter Grognon and Attendants. 

GRoa How now, who knocks ? 

Gra. {aside) She here before me I Ma'am, I've brought the 
box. 

Grog. Escaped again ! then nothing can affect her. 

{to her) The key ! (aside) This lock's a patent Chubb's 

detector. 
{tries it) No proof against her ! {aloud) You have 
loiter'd, slut 

Gra. Perhaps yon came, ma'am, by a shorter cut. 

Grog, {aside) I must a shorter cut to vengeance find, 
Ot she will drive me clean out of my mind 
Ha ! the dry well ! she shall help lift the cover, 
And when she least expects it, in I'll shove her. 

Gra. Give me my hberty now you've your casket 

Grog. You're taking a great liberty to ask it 

Gra. I've served my time out fairly, ma'am, and s^h 
Now to be made free — (aside) of your company. 
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Grog. Well, 'twas a bai^n, therefore be it so 1 

But do me one smaU favour e'er you go^ 
Gra. a favour, surely ; with the greatest pleasure. 
GRoa I dreamt that 'neath yon stone there lies a 
treasure ; 

You're young and strong — assist me ofT to bear it, 

And if we find a treasure you shall share it 
Gra. I need no bribe a civil act to do. 
Grog. Come, help, thea {they push the stone) 

Gra. There it goes. {itane rolls off) 

GRoa And there go you I 

{pushes Graciosa into well) 
Gra. {as she disappears) Help, Percinet I 
Grog. Ah ! 'tis all over with her ! 

Down, down the well, and say I sent thee thither — 

I, who have neither pity, love, nor fearl 

{ntusu: — the Fairy Chrvstaluna appears) 
Fairy. No fear ! we'll try that, wretch. {stamps) 

Envy rises up trap. 

Grog. Ah ! who comes here ? 

Something that doesn't seem at all to suit us. 
Speak, what art thou ? 

Fairy. Thy evil spirit, Brutus ! 

Envy ! that gnaw'd thy heart by night and day, 
And to whose torments thou shalt die a prey ; 
For lo ! unhurt, fair Graciosa fell. 
And found truth at the bottom of a WelL 

Envy seizes Grognon and sinks with her down trap — 7^ 
sane rises and disorders 



Scene Eleventh — Subterranean gardens oj the Crystal 
Palace, at the bottom of the well — Graciosa insensible 
in the arms of Percinet — the King, the Daughters 
of Fairy CHRVsrALUNA, Fairies, ^-c. 

Per. Awake, my bride ! 

Gra. Where am I ? 

Per. In my arms. 

Gra. Pleasant but wrong 

Per. Nay, hush thy fond alarms. 
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Your father here, with his consent I've brought you, 
And you must own, this time, I've fably caught you. 

Gra. Was I cast down, and did you catch me here ? 

King. He did — but don't be cast down now, my dear ; 
Since you are well, why the deuce take the pitcher. 

Fairy. Tis done ; and b^ her loss you're alt the richer. 

Per. {to Graciosa) I said, above ground, you should never 
see 
My palace more. Tis here ; and here will we 
Together reign ; if what was well intended, 
(to Audience) Thus ended in a Well, you'U grant to be 
well ended. 

Finale — " The Charming Woman " — {ffaynes Bayly) 

King. Graciosa is going to many, 

If you've no objection to make ; 
And Grognon is gone to old Harry — 

The very best step she could take ! 
So we hope that this match you'll approve, 

Let the critics say all that they can ; 
For my daughter's a charming woman. 

And her husband's a sweet pretty maa 

Per. You've brothers and sisters by dozens, 

And all charming people, no doubt ; 
And perhaps you've some young country cousins, 

Who this Christmas you'd like to bring out. 
Then, kind friends, if you'll take my advice, 

Bring them hither as soon as you can, 
To visit this charming woman. 

And make me a most happy man. 



END OF VOL. 1 
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NOTE. 

In Ihe "Drama's Levfc" reference has been made to the 
appearance of rival "Joans of Arc" — one at Covent Garden, the 
other at Drary Lane. It ma^ be mteicsting to Dote that the 
piodDctions, almost umultaneously, gave rise to the following 
indignant protest from Alfred Bunn, the manager of the latter theatre. 
It U lo be found in the bills of Druiy Lane from 14th to slit 
November, 1837, and runs as follows : — " A new grand opera, in 
three acts, composed expressly for this theatre by M. W, Balfe, 
has been a conwierable time in preparation ; and, notwilhttanding 
luay impudent assumption of its title or character elsewhere, it will 
not be produced until the necessary musical and scenic rebearMls 
enable the Lessee to place it before the pablic in that manner tht; 
are accustomed to expect In all the novelties produced at this theatre." 
The above deprecatory notice does not, however, appear to have 
greatly perturbed the manager of the rival establishment, who pro- 
duced his piece first, and did not withdraw it in consequence. — Eds. 
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